FOR WAYWARDI|IVICTORIAN GIRLS 


vorings were created to mask the taste of putrid and 
۲۲ ۳ ۳9۳16 meats.. 


‘What then was music created for? 


to drown out the voices of others, or the voices within ourselves? 


I think I know. 


| voices in my head. The 
y night until adoles- 
i lived each day dreading the 
y a heavy paralysis, the voices 
couldn't hear you if you were 
no one believed these voices of mine to be 


and so I had no choice but to find some‏ و 
on my own.‏ 


the first few years, the voices began to manifest even during the day. I 


ber st 
1 t 


ing in the doorway to my bedroom one afternoon and 
BOE add 


beginning to 


made a noise of some sort because my grandmother, who was in 


at the other end of our long hallway (this was the only time I 


ked me if I was all right. Having already learned to hide my 
) eserve my six-year-old dignity, I called back to my 
iest voice, telling her that I was fine, and that I had 
urally, she believed me. 


11 never forget the night when I lay in my bed, and, 
۲ bing, and covering my ears having failed to produce any 
only thing left...I played music in ny head. I played the 
music my eight-year-old mind coulda comprehend: 
Of course, to most people, this work has become as 
ride wearing white, having been played at weddings ad 
Was the sound of heaven; all planets aligned, all 
he entire uniyerse moving together in perfect accord. And 
99 utterly perfect always made me cry, it didn’t matter. 


sound of “making sense,” and it may have saved my lives 


usical order and terrifying chaos, musical order won 
ht this war was waged, and, while the voices didn’t 
(my secret Weapon, and I applied it swiftly, lettir 
epetition of Canon in D unfold like a blanket that 
mothered them into silence, 


bleed, 
the few friends I 


9 


Hospital Entry 1: SUICIDE WATCH Q 


It was the dog who found me. I heard him crying outside the bathroom 
door, but it seemed very far away. I wasn't there anymore; I was 
lying in a field of tall, soft grass ~~ tall enough to hide me from anyone who 
came looking. The grass moved around me, but there was no sound; I was like a fish 
lying at the bottom of my cozy aquarium, amongst the sea anemones and dwarf 
hairgrass. I felt a soft blanket of tree-filtered sunlight wash over me, and I 
wanted to sleep forever. I felt no fear, no panic; I felt relieved...relieved 
that I had made my decision and gone through with it, and now there was nothing 
left to do but wait and lay, wait and lay, wait and lay... 411 my highs and lows, 
ups and downs, "TO BEs or NOT TO BEs" were over at last. I had no regrets. I w 
peace, and that was a sensation I hadn't known until that moment. 
was at peace. I was at peace... 


as at 
I was at peace. I 


Then, there were arms lifting me up, voices screaming in my ears, and I w 
shaken violently while hydrogen peroxide was poured down my throat. 
sunlight, no grass -- just a dirty bathroom floor, and allIw 
Sleep. 


as being 
There was no 
anted was to go back to 


LIII 


I am standing in the back of the line at the Emergency Room. I an looking around at 
the other emergency cases ahead of me, standing if they are well enough, sitting in 
plastic chairs in plaster corners if they are not, and I feel like a Joao. I'm not 
bleeding. I can walk. And yet it seems that it is absolutely imperative that I be here 
NOW, because my shrink said so, because the legal system that the shrink answers to 
said so, because everybody said so. 


I've been bribed. 
I would never have come willingly had I not been threatened w 


of my drug supply. And just as a breakup is something that sh 
phone, neither is being informed that you need to EO to the i 


ith the immediate cutoff 
ould never be done by 
nsane asylum. But it was. 


Shrink: I can't see you anymore until you check yourself into a mental hospital 
Ld ۰ 


He: Why? 


| 
| 
۱ 


Shrink: Because the moment you tell me that you attempted s 

but to insist that you check yourself into the ۳ enel nates Fog We 1 
be kept under watch until the doctors say you can go, which is a minim e ity. You'l 
seventy-two hours. Until you've done that, I can't see Sous aa or Sa of 
refill your prescriptions. certainly can't 


de: Um...wait just a second. Firstly, you asked me how I've 
weeks and I gave you an unfortunately honest answer. And 


Shrink: Then you'd better get yourself to the hospital today. 
drugs you need while you're there, and you can come in to see 
release you. TE fam 


They'll give you the 
me as soon as they. 


"Me: But can't I just come in and talk to you now? I! E 


Xj j m sure that 
de alright. I mean, I'm not crazy...at least, not in the way this Would make everything 


1 
real reasons, valid reasons why I did this to myself, ana, Bras E mr 1 
them. I believe anyone could have done the sane in my place, » I stand by 


Met Well...it sounds like I have no choice. 


been these last couple of _ 
of drugs. Secondly, I'm completely out _ 


Shrink: I do understand, and I know what you're going through and 
what brought you to this place, but, Emilie, you're an extremely 
intelligent and talented young woman, and it's my job to make sure 
that you're safe so that you can go on and do all the things you 
se supposed to do with your life. You need to be in a place where 
you can get better, and, from everything you've told me, that it not 
where you are. So, no, you can't come in to see me. Or, rather, you can, but Y 
if you do, you won't need a ride home because there will be an ambulance ۱ d 
waiting to take you to the hospital directly from my office. 


Me: So, basically, you are refusing to give me any more drugs until I agree 
o check myself into a psych ward, even though we both know that, within 
forty-eight hours, I will be a suicidal lunatic running into the street in the 
"hopes of getting hit by at least one car if I don't get the drugs? If I say "no, I'm 
not going" are you Se with that outcome? 


Shrink: Look, Emilie, we're here to help you, and I think that being under this kind 
of supervised care is exactly what you need right now. This could be very good for 
you. Most people that come out of this program feel that it had been beneficial to 
them. j 


Me: Most people? Really? Are you just saying that and it's actually a prison? 


‘Shrink: No, it's not a prison. Of course, some patients feel like it is, but it's not. 
Me: Dear god...only seventy-two hours? 
Shrink: Seventy-two hours minimum. 


Me: No. No, this is not going to work...I have shows coming up. Puck, I have a record 
to finish... 


Shrink: Then you'd better check yourself in there this morning. 


Shrink: Not really. Call me when they release you. And, Emilie...good luck. 


The thing is, it's not his fault; I should never have said anything, for there is 
nothing so unwise in this world as telling the truth. Despite the fact that the only 
place where I could breath was in his office, I should have realized that my dootor 
wasn't my friend -- he was my doctor, and that meant he had responsibilities to more 
than just me. I'm a big girl; I should have known that his job was at stake the moment 
I told him my life was in danger. From some paved over part of my mind, I heard the 
warning words of the social worker who had screened me when I first walked into the 
Mental Health Center months ago. 


"Hi, Emilie. It's pronounced 'EZm-ill-ee;,' right? So, I understand that you are 


bipolar -- manic depressive -- and that you've been having & really rough time with it 
lately." pri 


- pid she just say "lately?" And why the odd emphasis on "are?" Was there a test? 
Eau, history of bipolar disorder?" 
3 "Yes." 

D "ranily history of suicide?" 


Yes, but is it really that simple?" 


5. That's why I'm here." 


t you're not feeling suicidal today, are you?" 


that's why I'm here. It was the Los Angeles Suicide Hotline that‏ روما 
ddress.".‏ 


B- 


1 


D وچ‎ a 


جح 


` come to the center immediately and take you to the nearest hospital for nonitoring." 


او عا ای ہا س تی سے سس f£ ALL e e‏ 


E. mc a NS 
- chain of events that have brought me to this point, which I neatly list for her in 
| perfect order. The completed form having been taken away, the nurse now takes my 
Vitals without responding at all to what I've just told her. I don't think she's heard 


z |: A bit of what I've been saying; it was as uninpressive to her as someone explaining 
— how they'd scraped their knee. 


Well, that's a problem because, if you tell me you're suicidal, then I have no 3 * 
1۰ e but to prevent you from leaving the premises, and to call for an ambulance to 


"Monitoring?" 


"Sud ide watch." "First I was running, and then I tripped, and then my knee was bleeding, and it 
e ۰ 


wouldn't stop, so my mum sent me in for stitches, and here I am." 


Here I hesitate beoause I've had plenty of experience with non-institutionalized 
suicide watch, and I've found that being watched while suicidal nay indeed prevent one 
irom committing suicide, but it does nothing whatever to prevent one from wanting to 
commit suicide. In fact, as there is no actual medical treatment involved, suicide 
watch is nothing more than being watched while one contemplates Suicide, rather than 
being allowed the dignity to contemplate it in privacy, and, if "hell is others," then 
company is never going to make a suicidal person feel any better. 


"Tirst I was born, and then I was molested, and then I was stalked, and then I was 
- raped, all the while being mentally terrorized by the people who were supposed to love 
— me, and then I ran away, and then I was depressed, and then I was suicidal, well, 
actually, I've been depressed and suicidal since I was four, and, oh, did I mention 
that my ancestry is positively littered with lunatics and girls who fall down rabbit 
- holes, and then I tried to jump in front of a train but there were too many people 
watching, and yes, I'ma show pony, clearly, but the train option is just vulgar 
3 anyhow, and then I finally got myself medicated even though I didn't want to because I 
don't take drugs and I was afraid that my personality would be erased, but then my 
— doctor tried to fuck me, and then I was diagnosed with manic depression which really ; 
explained a lot, and then I compared brands of rat poison but didn't like the idea of ie | 
supporting any company that obtains its revenue from the annihilation of one of our 1 
most charming and intelligent creatures, and then I was emotionally slaughtered by 
the only person I'd ever trusted with the care and feeding of the heart I never knew I 
had until it was dead, and then I pulled an Ophelia and tried to drown myself in the 
| lake behind his house, and then I was put on more pills, and then I was on THE pill so 
` that I couldn't get pregnant no matter what because I have Severe tocophobia, which is 
the mortal fear of pregnancy, but you probably knew that already, and I would never in 
good conscience pass on my genetics anyway, and then I found out that I was 
three-and-a-half months pregnant even though I was on THE pill that is Supposed to 
prevent one from getting pregnant no matter what, and the boy involved was appallingly 
cruel about it all, and so I tried to buy cyanide but that's not as easy as it sounds, 
and then I had the abortion and I was wide awake the whole time and it was 
indescribably violent, like being raped by steel, and I said 'sorry' to the baby, 
- then I looked across the shabby operating room and saw a plastic bag full of 
everything they'd just sucked out of me because the nurses had forgotten to hide it, 
and I was completely alone through all of this forever and ever and ever, so then I 
| took all of my sleeping pills at once because I've actually been dead for years and 
| years and years and years and years but my body just doesn't realize it yet, and then 
— my doctor sent me in for suicide watch, and here I am. I hope it hasn't started 
without me." 


"And I would be both taken and held against my will?" ) 


"If you tell me you're feeling suicidal right now, today, this very minute, then yes." 


"Then I'm not suicidal." ) 2 


"You're not suicidal right now?" 


"No, Hot at all.” 


The line between living and dying is surprisingly thin, and so, apparently, is the 
line between roaming miserably free and being abducted from & doctor's office by one 
misplaced word. I can only imagine what my fate would be if I didn't speak the Queen's 
English, because even grammatical errors could get one institutionalized before one 
ever knew what was happening. We make eye contact, the social worker and I, and I know _ 
that she is letting me slide. , " 


and 


Of course, that was my downfall; her kindness predis osed me 

people understood, and that vhatever psychiatrist I ae he سیم اب‎ ne these 
understand also. Aiter all, it was my first time in Such a hardcore mental health 
facility, and I was under the impression that this place existed precisely so that I 
could have a safe place to go and talk to someone should I feel suicidal -- not so 
that I would be put away for even saying the word. And how was I to know that there 
are magic words you don't touch? Land mines that will blow jour life Hc if voi 38 
much as breathe on them? This is a mental health facility, serving pda d de ino 
delusional, and the generally fucked up -- not grandma's Christmas Ip. md m 
E ea really steered me wrong on this one...remind me to take them off ny 


Blood pressure and body temperature looking well enough, a plastic hospital bracelet 
- is slapped onto my wrist (much higher quality than those at rock concerts, and 
virtually unbreakable ~= you concert promoters out there should Seriously look into 
these), and, fancy that! It already has my name on it. Emilie Autumn Liddell. Yes, 
that Liddell. You can see now why I don't use my last name. 


4 ۴ ۴ 


Everything done, I would have thought I'd be off to a hospital room or tied up toa f 
pole or something, but, alas, it's back into the waiting room for me. There is ۷ 
"something slightly dangerous in the Bir, and I don't feel that my new plastic bracelet ) 1 
is giving me the "street ered" that I'd Moped it might. I've been given another form d 
to fill out, so I take my clipboard and choose a torn vinyl chair in the middle of the 
room, having learned the hard way that a room's more remote edges are the worst place 


one oan be. 


"What are you here for?” says a woman in minty-green E 1 

impatient about it. She is approaching me with á Spier i READ aAa a smidgeon 
the line, so she's probably come to ask what the hell I think I'm à i at the back of 
do I look like I've just come from a costume ball, and Why am I w oing here, and why 
skulls on them because it's bloody morbid and dying people FREE TO: boots: ۵ 
that, and-- n't see things like 


"I'm suicidal," I announce. 


I can explain: If you want to be safe, walk in the middle of the street. I'm not ET 
“Joking. You've been told to look both ways before crossing, and that the sidewalk is 
Our friend, right? Wrong. I've spent years walking sidewalks at night. I've looked 
Pound me when it was dark, when there were men following me, oreeping out of £ 
llleyways, attempting to goad me into speaking to them and shouting obscenities at ne. 


Oh mj. I sounded almost proud about that. And I! 


here " Smiling. God 


» Maybe I do belong 


The nurse looks as though she doesn 


1t believe me, and I don't blame her 


again. I'LL FEY en I wouldn't, and I suddenly realized that the only place left to go was the niddle 
|f the street. But why would I risk it? Because the odds are in my favor. In the 

"What I mean is, I tried to kill myself, so my doctor mad ates, someone is killed in a car accident on average every 12.5 minutes, while 

else he will cut off ny medication." ade ne. check myself in here or one is raped on average every 2.5 minutes, Even when factoring in that, one, I 


rously inoluding ALL car-related aocidents and not just those involving 

destrians, and, two, that the vast majority of rapes still go unreported, an 
ould know, I think ny logio in this case speaks for itself. And, thus, thi : 
way I live my life: out in the open, in the middle of everything, becaus 
e of the street is actually the safest place to walk. 


1 don't think I've ever sounded this stupid in my life, How 

and the nurse marches me right past the front of the ino Let 
room where another nurse tucked safely behind a desk Orders m nt 
with nurse number two, I fill out a form while answering hey vus 


this does the trick, _ 
9 a tiny examination 
۵ Sit down. Left alor 
Stions conoerning th 


spicions are confirmed -- the nurse has not registered anything I've said in i 
bing my reasons for being here on this fine and sunny Hollywood morning, and so 
given me this form to fill out instead, just to make life easier for everybody. 
d with the dauntingly vague and unsympathetic "PRESENTING PROBLEM" field, I 
print, "suicidal, unable to function reliably in every day life" == an appropriately - 


robotic description of an unspeakably painful condition: I cannot function reliably. _ 


I am mystified by the number of badge-sporting policemen who are guarding the 1 
premises, the patients, or both. Looking around, I fail to see the threat, but there 
must be one or else the state wouldn't have been able to justify the allotment of 
public tax dollars for their employ, and, as I mentioned, there is a faint odor of 
"wrongness" in the building, so perhaps the guns are necessary...perhaps. 

Looking up from this page, I notice a sign on the sickeningly lavender wall in front 3 
of ne. "SEE SECURITY FOR RESTROON KEY." We are not trusted to visit the restroom by 
ourselves, or at least without the consent of the armed guards. Why do I feel that 
agreeing to turn myself in was not such a good idea? 


I am wearing an antique pink Victorian glove on my left hand; my writing hand is 
gloved in black and white knit stripes. It is warm, but I like to keep my hands 
covered. 


eee 


I am in my bed, in my room, in the Emergency Ward, and my stockings are all I have 

leit. The boy I used to think I loved was kind enough to drive me here, but he left ۱ 
without saying goodbye, and I despise myself for being surprised at this. Before being . 
left alone, I was put through three comprehensive security checks, each by a different 
guard. While I had no idea that taking all of my sleeping pills would reduce me to the 
status of common orininal in the eyes of the state, I certainly feel much less 
suicidal now that three men with guns have gone through my underwear. 


This is the checklist of what I brought with me to the hospital: 


1. Several books (I had figured that, in between all of the miraculous therapy and 
marvelously beneticial treatments I would be privileged to, there might be some down 
time.) 
2. My notebooks (If I cannot relentlessly document my Surroundings as though I were 
witnessing life from somewhere up on the ceiling, I tend to 60 a bit loon 
I know.) 
3. Pens/pencils (In order not only to write but also to sketch Properly, 
poth. ) 

Cell phone (Do you really think I'm coming to a place like this without being able 

call for backup?) 

™wo changes of clothes (It's me we're talking about. This is conservative.) 

Basic toiletries (Hairbrush, toothbrush, lip gloss, etc.) 1 

The clothes on my back (Coat, dress, gloves, boots, black rubber bracelets 
striped stockings.) 


y.. shocking, 


I require 


This is the checklist of what I was allowed to keep with me: 


l. Several books- 

2. My notebooks 

3. Penp/penoils- 

4. Gell-phone 

5. Two—ohangeo-of-olothes 

6. Bacia-toiletries : 

7. The clothes on my back (Coat, dress,—gloves, boots; 


-black-rubber lets, 
striped stockings.) braoelets, 


. I'm not stupid. I know exactly what's going on, and ۱ 
J go through this, I will glean from it any small benefi 
fight this. Bring it on. Bring on the cure. 


mnot fighting it. If I have to 
t I can receive. I will not 3 
Bring on the fucking happy. I'm committe 


D 
e 


— "You can't have pencils in here. 


- Hospital Entry 2: THE RED CRAYON: 


I know I said only a moment ago that I would cooperate and trust in the wisdom of the 
` medical community, but I was perhaps a bit hasty. When my things were taken, the staff - 
` had assured me that they would be brought back to me as soon as I was "settled." Now 
that I am naked beneath a flimsy robe that doesn't close, and lying in a gurney (like 

metal slab but less comfortable) with shallow railing on the sides (to keep me from 

"jumping out?), I find that I've been lied to. I am in a solitary room in the Emergency 

Ward, and my door must be kept wide open at all times. I have the option of either 
- complete darkness or the harsh fluorescent lighting directly above my head =- the kind 
` that triggers my migraines. Scratch that last -- I was mistaken as to my ohoices: upon 

asking for the light to be turned off, I am told that the guards need to be able to see 

into my room. One of these guards crosses my doorway every few minutes just to make 
^ sure that I haven't hung myself with my own hair. I ask him when I will be given my 


— things back, and the anxiety rises in my ulcer-ridden stomach when he tells me 


unsympathetically that I won't. 


"But I'll have no communication with the outside world if I can't have my cell phone. 
How will anybody know where I am? How will they know I'm all right?" 


"You can't use your phone down here. We can't have you just talking to people whenever 
^ you want to." 


` This argument is somewhat desperate on my part since I know that there is no one 
"Within a thousand miles who would come to visit me anyway, let alone break me out if I 


` couldn't take it anymore. But what if something horrible happens to me? What if I need 
= to call 911? Oh, wait...I'm already at 911. Never mind. 
N 


"What about my books? My pencils?" 


n 


_ "Pens! I have pens!" 


` "Can't have pens either, Miss." 


"How in the bloody hell can I hurt myself with a pen? Seriously now. I can't have one 
pen? It's fucking felt tip! 


The guard shakes his head. ' 
"Nothing longer than it is wide, is that it?" 


Slight chuckle. "Just about." 


à d Ord... d Just one book, and that's — 

0 ۱ to go crazy in here...wrong word...I nee D a 

E Let sir, I am going to go completely and utterly mad if I can't at 
E E I've been here for hours and hours and I'm halfway there already. Give me 


anual on OPR or something!" 
shamelessly appealing to the guard's workload, assuming that he wouldn't want t 


Mon ۱ didn't have to, but 4 
E ‘training yet another lunatio if he ; » Upon examin 
m determine that restraining lunatios is probably what he was bred ; 


e " " i pr. 
Miss, 1'11 ask the nurse if you oan have one of your books, EX 


f ; lute panic now. My heart is pounding. I have no privacy. 
a Bii ni world outside. I have nothing to do exoept rot under 


ee‏ 6 ب 


BOOS 


E : 
cent lights in disgrace, unable to think with all of the soreaming, the chaos, | 
olute bedlam (pun intended) being rolled back and forth on stretchers outside _ 

©. I have no way of knowing what time it is, or how long I've been here. No one 

me to talk to me, nor has the book I begged for been delivered. I am sinking 

er into the snake pit with every breath, and I know now that I am in the wrong 
place. Nobody is speaking to me. Nobody is helping me, which is all just fine because _ 
I didn't want to be here in the first place, but, now that I am, I know without any E. 
doubt that there has been a terrible mistake. I am not a patient. I am a prisoner. And | 
what's more criminal: taking all of your sleeping pills at once, or sending a suicidal 
girl to a place like this? 
+% 

Hours crawl by and I suspect it must be late evening by now, though I have no real 
of knowing. A few doctors have come in over the course of the day to ask me how I 
ended up here. I refine my story just a bit each time I tell it, because, not only do ۳ 
realize that I am confusing them, I'm exhausting myself, and, frankly, I'm tired of : 
hearing my own voice. I have never liked the sound of my voice. No one has asked me if 


way — 


I need anything. I'm not allowed to get out of this bed, but I know that I need water, 1 


and I still have nothing to do but grow more suicidal by the minute. It's been over 
twenty-four hours since I've eaten anything, but I don't mind that because I couldn't 
possibly eat anything anyway == not in here. 


At last, a nurse arrives, and I ask her if I can have my books back. It is clear that 
neither she nor anyone else had ever received my book request of hours ago, but 
nothing surprises me anymore, and I resume my begging. Some time later, the same nurse 
returns with a disposable plastic bag branded with the hospital's logo and containing 
all of my belongings, as if to taunt me with its entire contents when, as she now 
informs me, I can only keep a single item. The nurse tells me to choose quickly, and I 
select one of my favorite history books on the resurgence of the bubonic Plague in 
Victorian England. In my mousiest, most heart wrenching (or so I hope) tone, I ask the 
nurse if I couldn't just keep one of my notebooks and pens as well, but she refuses, 
adding that I'm not even supposed to have the book == I should be resting, not 
reading. Seeing that none of my charms could ever hope to penetrate this soulless 
shell of a women no doubt hardened by years of attending to violent Or, worse, 
annoying patients, I surrender. I unpin my hair, shaking it out and making a 
mirrorless attempt at smoothing it back to something that looks more dignified than I 
feel. Changing my mind, I decide to leave it loose; I even tangle it a bit so that I 
look half as crazy as I'm being treated. I imagine that this is what Ophelia looked 
like -- sane but crazy, crazy but sane... The nurse makes one final pass around the 
room, checking for hidden pens, shoelaces, and other deadly weapons. 


"If one is not allowed to read, write, communicate with anyone, or even walk around 
one's own room, what, then, is one supposed to do here?" 
The nurse comes to my bedside and snatches up the hairpins lying in my lap before 
turning to leave. She glances back at me from the doorway. 


LU 


"Sleep," she says. 


+y 

ïy first night in the Emergency Room, and, in the antiseptic glow of the bustling 

hallway outside, I can see that the night staff is a bit younger than the 

day-shifters, Figures. Who would want the graveyard shift if they had the seniorit 

choose otherwise? And why is it called the "graveyard" shift anyway? Is that a 

throwback to the days when cemetery staff would watch over the freshly buried bodies 

to prevent grave-robbers from digging them up? Are we the freshly buried bodies? In 

any case, the attitude of the night staff is a bit softer as well; they haven't yet 

had the time to become harsh. 4 young nurse with an Alice band and quiet brown eyes 
gomes to administer my sleeping pills as well as another handful of drugs (a few extra | 

as I am by now in such a state of anxiety that my entire body is trembling 39 
_ uncontrollably). I ask this new nurse, "girl to girl," if there is anything I can : 

write with -= anything at all on the premises that I could be allowed. She looks 
doubtful, but I can't let this opportunity slip, so I exclaim, "A Sharple! What about 
a Sharpie? I couldn't possibly do anything dangerous with that, could I?" 


The young nurse's brow furrows and-I see that she has not altogether ruled it out. 


1'11 have to go and check the office, but yeah, I don't see ho 


۲ w that could be a . 
` problem, and I'm sure we have one somewhere. I'll go check." 3 


I fall back on my pillowless bed (did I mention we're not allowed to have pillows? 


E. 


y to d 


anyone ever smóthered themself with a pillow? I sense an alternate ending to "Othello" 
coming on...) and exhale for the first time in months. It is only one breath, and I o 
know it won't last, but I want just one selfish moment to bask in the warmth of 
jomeone doing something nice for me. And, even if my nurse doesn't su 
quest for the holy Sharpie, at least I would know that she had tried. 
later and my nurse is back, a grin puffing up her freckled cheeks. S: 
inspection a single red crayon. I burst out laughing, and once I start, 


r "So this is what it's come to!" I gasp, through hysterical tears. 


"I'm sorry," says my nurse, "I couldn't find a Sharpie, but I did find this crayon 


` left over from one of the children's rooms. Will it be useful at all?" 


natching the crayon from her hand, I tell her it's perfect, and I'm sure my excessive 
ratitude must frighten her, as it would frighten me, but she is too kind to show it. 


IN sUMMATION! 


iy pens and pencils having been taken from me for fear that I will use them to harm 
myself, I have taken to begging, and my prize? ` 


I HAYE BEEN AWARDED A RED CRAYON!!! 


4 I instantly décide that I will use the red crayon until there is almost nothing left 


(because I4My never have the chance to plead for another), but that I will then save d 
it and we t amongst my treasures for all of my life, however long or short that may 
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Hospital Entry 5: 


OBSERVATIONS BY THE CRIMINALLY INSANE 
UPON APPRECIATING MY RED CRAYON BEFORE IT HAS BEGUN TO DULL: 


The Crayon must make other writing utensils extremely jealous, for, although the 
pen and even the lowly pencil are far superior in the sport of clear lettering and 
also of writing very, very small, they simply cannot compare to the smooth, waxy 
glide of the Crayon. 


This is me sharpening my precious Crayon... 


It only works slightly. 


I was once the sort who prized books above all else, and would never mark on or 
dog-ear the pages (what kind of dog, I wonder), wishing them to be as perfect on 
the fifth read as they were on the first. However! liy notebooks having been 
absconded, I have no choice but to immortalize my thoughts in crayon around the 
margins of my book about the plague. What first felt like Sacrilege has become 
quite thrilling because everyone knows you can't erase crayon. I am taking 
ownership of this book; I am stating that I don't care who reads'it after me; I am 
validating my thoughts by scrawling them right next to, almost Overlapping, those 
of someone I admire; I am being a pompous, self-important ass, and I don't care! 
What will be next for me? Pens? Paper airplanes? Somebody tie me down, I'm out of 
control!!! 


In my manic frenzy, I have worn my crayon down to the nub, depicting my admission 
into this insane asylum in the margins until there are no margins left. Hana 
cramped and palm stained red, my equine dosage of sleeping pills is finally 
kicking in, and I'm gone... 


Surepine RLS Are kicking jv | 
he» /m HERE w Fe Lowy Baty 


MY FIRST REAL DAY, BEFORE BECOMING DEAF TO THE GUARDS AND THEIR CHATTER: ۰ 


ست 


"c 
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I don't know what time it is. Since the clamor outside my door never ceases, and it 
goes without saying that windows do not exist down here, there are no patterns by 
which to judge the time. But, considering that my Sleeping pills generally knock 
me out for at least a few hours, and also considering that the two guards posted 
outside my door are new, at least to my eyes, I am guessing that it must be very 
early morning. 


4 


4 


As much as I resent their presence, their peering, their Weapons, 
maleness, I do sympathize with the security guards outside my roo 
as bored as I am, and, in that, we are united. From the unobs 
my pointless doorway, I can see the heavy, boot=shod foot of 
rapidly upon the speckled linoleum floor o 


their very 

m. They must be 
tructed view through 
a guard tapping 1 
ommon to all hospitals in the known 
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world and possibly beyond. I think how lucky he is to be tapping on the very floor‏ 
I am not even allowed to stand upon unless it be for the purpose of taking an‏ 
escorted trip to the bathroom and back, a guard standing directly outside the‏ 
bathroom door from start to finish, and knocking loudly if I've been inside longer‏ 
than three minutes. Overflowing with self-pity, I also ruminate that at least the‏ 
guards can banter and talk bullshit with each other, and they are. At last I know‏ 
jealousy.‏ 


FROM THE EMERGENCY ROOM BED IN WHICH I Ali HELD UNTIL THERE IS ROOM FOR ME IN THE 
PSYCH WARD UPSTAIRS: 


Early morning vitals having been taken, and another handful of pills having been 
choked down (I have always had a difficult time swallowing pills, except for when 
I'm overdosing of course, and having a nurse hovering over me as I attempt to chase 
them down with a tiny paper cupful of water doesn't much help), I am again left 
alone. Having made it through my first night with a bit of drug induced sleep, I am 
feeling just as miserable, but slightly less anxious. Or is that just the fight in 
me dying? In any case, it doesn't last, because, when a random doctor I haven't met 
before appears in my doorway and informs me that I will be stuck down here in the 
Emergency Ward for a few days more while they wait for a bed to open up in the 
Psych Ward upstairs (he says that nobody really knows how long it will take), the 
old panic sets in again. I'm cold. 


= 


"So, I won't actually be 'treated' until I can be moved upstairs, which means my 
seventy-two hour watch won't start until that day?" 


"Yes, that what we're looking at right now." 


That's what we're looking at right now. 


"But I was forced to come here on the condition that it was Seventy-two hours with 
good behavior. Nobody told me that I'd be waiting for god knows how long before my 
time card is punched. That would have made all the difference," I tell the doctor, 
trustrated and confused. "It's not my fault that you don't have a room. Somebody 
should have told me that ahead of time -- if not before I showed up, then as soon 
as I checked in, or, at the very least, before my fucking ride took off." 


"OK, but there's really nothing we can do for now until a bed opens up." 


I am really starting to not like this phrase "until a bed opens up," or, "as soon 
as a bed opens up," or, "there are no beds available right now." It's creepy, and 
it implies that the only thing I'm really here for is a bed, that the bed is the 
treatment, that I am here to lie down and stay down like a lobotomized fucking 
invalid, and I'm not liking this one bit. I'm starting to shake again. 


"Please, Doctor, nobody told me this. I have shows to do that I absolutely cannot 
cancel. I have a record to finish and it's already late, and I know you don't give 
& fuck and you're probably thinking, 'well that's what you get for taking all of 
your sleeping pills, you selfish, crazy bitch’ -- I mean, god knows that's what 
everybody else thinks == but I may have already destroyed my career, and, just in 
case there is anything left to salvage, I have to get out of here in three days, or 


I have to get out now." 


"Again, Emilie, there's nothing we can do. We can't legally discharge you once 

you've been checked in, and we have no way of knowing when you'll be moved 

^ upstairs, so I suggest that you try to relax and get as much sleep as possible. 

/ You're going to get some really great care when you do finally get upstairs, and, 
"besides, I'm sure you realize that your career is relatively unimportant conpared 

to your health. You've got to handle this first, before you get back on stage, 


efore you do anything else." 


e ing holding me together; tak 

d ar, ument. My career is the only th i e me off the 
d Cane E you take away my life. Unwilling to take this lying down, I move to 5 
p in my bed, and the thin sheet they call a "blanket" falls away from my le 
7 igh. I quickly cover the cuts with my hand. i 


just can't quite process this," I say, unable to give up until I e 


و ی 


۱ receive an answer that I can understand. "I didn't hurt anyone but myself, 
ich, as far as I'm concerned, is my right to do, but See, now that I've said 

you'll probably add more days onto my sentence, right? I didn't hurt anyone‏ و 
I've done everything I was told, the deal is not at all what I was led to‏ » 
ieve, and now you're telling me I'm here indefinitely? Have I been tricked?"‏ 


"No, you haven't been tricked. This is the way it works, Emilie, for everybody, and 
I can’t help that your psychiatrist didn't explain it to you completely, but the 
fact remains that this is where you should be right now. OK then, I have to--" 


"If I can't leave," I interrupt, "can somebody come and get me?" 
"Ho," he flatly says, walking toward the door. 


"What if I promise to come back? I'll sign something! I'11 come back when you have 
a fucking 'bed' freel" 
The doctor exits my room and I hear his footsteps travel down the hall, away from 
me and my pleas. It is at this moment that I know my freedom is gone. 


OHH 


I have already described how everything was taken from me that could possibly 
represent a threat to myself or to anyone else that might come into my room, were I 
to become violent. I have also watched as odd nurses at odd hours materialize to 
Search the corners of my cell, as though I could have smuggled Something in since 
the last search, which would be quite a feat indeed considering that I'm not 
allowed to get out of bed, and which is precisely why I find the following so 
amusing. 


| 
| 


PULL ROPZ TO CALL NURSE: 


Taking my first good, hard look around the place I have just learned might be my 
address for quite some time, my eyes are instantly drawn to a long, thin string 
Í hanging from the wall beside my bed. Above this string is a Sign,reading "PULL ROPE 
TO CALL NURSE." My obvious thought is that the string could easily be used as a 
| weapon of self-destruction, and, if I can't have a pencil, then what the fuck? 
i Imagining for a moment that it could even hold my weight, I envision myself 
knotting the string into a noose and pulling it down around my neck. Then, when the 
nurse is called as a result of my "pulling the rope," she will enter the room to 
find my body dangling ironically from the string. That, in a place like this, is 
pure comedy gold. 


دب 
UPON THE ARRIVAL OF "KARA," TRE CRACK DETOX:‏ 


It is god only knows what time (day/week/year), and a truly crazy woman just ra 
outside of my room has asked a male nurse for some juice, although "asked" would be 
a polite term for it. Rushing about his work, the nurse replies, "Sure. You want . 

apple, cranberry, orange?" į * 
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"lix it all up," the woman slurs back. 


"six it all up?" says the nurse. "OK." 
There's no shocking him. 


OGY HOUR LATER: 


The juice lady in the hall outside my room is still spewing her madness at t e 
guards, and they are forced to endure it, at least until she is placed into # cell 
like mine. Her whole being appears to be wrapped up in the obsession of "beng 
veal," which, need L.sayy is simply awesome. She fluctuates every three minutes (I 
. Wag going to say five but it's three because I'm counting now) between railing at 
° . the guards for being unfair, sobbing and screaming all the while, to thanks 
“for protecting her in such a gushing, hyperbolic manner ag might be mistak 
sarcasm, though I suspect that Miss Nuttersby is not clever enough to prod 
sarcasm. Oh! This 1s fantastio! Thank heaven for my Crayon nubl She fas jud 


for — 


ng them ^ 
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moaned to the guards, "Ohhhh, I'm just so sexually frustrated..." Whoa. I hope 
she's tied down. Dear, sweet lord, the Duchess von Nutsberg is quite literally 
torturing this one poor guard in particular who goes by the name of Devon. She is 
repeatedly asking him to spell his name, repeatedly, repeatedly, repeatedly... Now 
she's asking him when his shift is over, presumably so that they might arrange a 
meeting, the aim of which would undoubtedly be the alleviation of her 
aforementioned frustration. I am writing down these events literally as they 
happen. I am but a fledgling journalist, present at one of history's defining 
moments. I hope they wheel Her Nutsness by my room so that I can see what she looks 
like; she's been in the hall just beyond my eager view for ages now, and I have 
developed this image of her based upon the crack addicts I've known and worked with 
in the past...let us see if I have hit the mark! 


Oh no! Ohhhhhhh no! It seems that the Queen of Nutsland is not satisfied with the 
way Devon has been keeping up his end of the conversation, so she has chosen to 
demonstrate this by belching loudly (very loudly) at him, and I suppose, 
indirectly, at all of us. But all is well in the Emergency Ward today; the 
Nutscracker has returned to the subject of "living in the moment" and "being 
real," and at last I have something to do besides plot my own demise. Good god, 
what wonders! And what a lucky girl I am to witness them! I wouldn't dream of being Ls 
anywhere else right now... 


SMH 


The excitement of this morning had me quite worn out, but, after a brief period of 
unconsciousness, I am again reporting new developments taking place in the hallway 
outside of my room: The President of the Nut O' The üonth Club is finally going to 
get her own room here in the ER, and I take it as a personal attack when the nurses 
roll her into the cell right next to mine. Don't they know that you ought not to 
put someone who throws terrifying tantrums next to a suicidal girl? In the cell on 
my other side, a young man is being restrained; he won't stop screaming, and is 
physically threatening the staff when they get too close. Walls are thin here, and 
all doors are as wide open as mine. I can hear everything. I am surrounded, This is 
just what the voices in my head used to sound like when I was a child. How long 
until I snap? Or have I already? liy cellmates may have taken a lot of drugs, but I 
tried to kill myself. Which is more insane? No time to ponder thoughts so profound, 
however, because the Mayor of Cracktown (whose name, if the nurse who just shouted 
at her is in any way trustworthy, turns out to be Kara) is upset again. She seems 
to have preferred the hallway because at least there she could talk to the guards 
and force them to talk back. Despite the open door, Kara is isolated in her room, 
and the guards are no longer allowed to respond to her when she pelts them with 
racial epithets. Frustrated by the lack of attention, Kara does the only thing she 
knows how: she uses her bed as a toilet. She is raving now, Screaming at the world 
that this is What happens when people don't listen to her, and that now she's made 
8 mess they have to deal with, which, in its own psychotic way, is pretty fucking : 
brilliant ۱ 
[22] 


wo’ guards enter Kara's room and drag her, shrieking, down the hall 
te sh wer while the nurses clean up the filth -- a job they are none. 
eased About. If sounds brutal, the way the guards are forcing Kara into the 
۱ bly is, but I have no sympathy for her. I imagine that, if I 
age guards, I'd probably want to smash her head against a wall. z 
doctor I don't recognize will enter my room and ask me if I'm still 
ting myself." I can't take this question seriously anymore. : 
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the least, I shall be positively packed with potassium. 


, But wait, there's more! You know those paper cartons, perfectly square or possibly 

rectangular, complete with spout that you nagically bring into existence by jamming 

your thumbs into an indented attic beneath its triangular roof (more triangles) and 

violently pry it apart? Of course you do, everyone does. Now imagine such a carton so 

Short that its height measures less than its width -- so much shorter in fact that it 

| Seems a tragic waste of cardboard, fitting snugly into the "why bother?" category. 
Well, this particular carton contained orange juice, which, I am shocked and 

delighted to say, was actually orange juice. After a carton of similar shape that I 

had been given the night before containing "cranberry cocktail" proved to contain 

exactly thirteen percent juice (and zero percent vodka, so where's the "cocktail?"), 

X one learns not to make assumptions. 


Le oK | Ne (A Mos! | 
| hale yet beor presented A dee af of 
(aer Hus! ( an enhe &~ Park of CRAYONS | 
of my Very 3 Very own l Flaten cloes indeed 
oe Jav evers where Corts Fans ۰۱9۵ 7 ), 
BT. ALAS My Bice s aleady dili 
atte less Han a بر مگیم وشوو‎ 
a. PX on CEA jos — they ave a 
lease ond. a je. 


i — PULL TAG 


Hospital Entry 4: DR. SHARPE or REMEMBRANCES OF EGGS PAST 


It is a special day when the small plastic bowl bearing its 

heavy paste of what appears to be an amalgamation of mucous and 

glue, but is probably filed in the hospital cookbook somewhere 

near Vanilla Pudding, is the most appetizing item on the dinner pat: 
tray. Today is that day. e 


With each so-called "meal" (the only landmark I have by which to » 
count the hours), my fears of anything served beneath a plastic 
lid are only compounded. For example, breakfast this morning: A 1 
paper plate laden with scrambled eggs -- eggs ne'er graced by whisk’ 
nor frying pan, which I know because the dry mound was uniformly 
yellow without a speck of toasty brown. Such eggs must have come 
from either a box or a can == there is simply no other option. 


To keep these enigmatic eggs from getting lonely, two shriveled 
sausage links, which were fortunate enough to escape my judgment if 
not my ridicule as they were not eligible to be eaten by me, and, as 
such, were not worth being disgusted by. Not that the eggs were eligible d 
either, not by my usual dietary standards of veganism anyway, but I sensed that 

& vegan vithin these walls is an endangered species. Besides, recalling my lovely 
slab of room temperature ovum, their existence could not possibly be traced to any 
chicken on god's green. , 


Remembrances of eggs past are here interrupted by the arrival and elaborate 
presentation of a cup of tea (yes, tea, my all time favorite form of self-medication) 
in all its Styrofoam-encased glory. It is my first tea in days, the denial of which no 
doubt has had something to do vith the suspicion that I might burn myself to death by 
hot water if given the chance. And, yes, even my weak and generic hospital brand black 
tea bathing in its less than boiling bath, even this lesser-than-chimney-sweep-grade 
brew is enough to give me one shred of my sanity back == to make my existence in this 
changeless and sterile cell one crumb more civilized. Funny thing though -- I had to 
tell the nurse I'd "die" for a cup of tea before she conceded and I became the proud 
owner of this disposable vessel of dignity. iay it last forever. 


_ Well, I was planning to end my recounting of yesterday's breakfast by describing to 

_ you my sincere guilt over the carton of milk that I was to leave behind, but, oan you 

_ believe it! I have returned from one of my dreaded restroom trips (more on this later) 

to find a fresh breakfast tray (the appearance of which is the only way I know it's 

_ morning) containing the familiar toast and banana (I've ammassed quite a collection 

Bot said truit, and don't tell the nurses as they would undoubtedly take them away for | 
fear that I might stab myself with one),,and I think I will go and explore this new 
offering so that I may return to regale the reader with tales of what appears to be 

| oatmeal...god help me... 


But! Back to yesterday's breakfast delights (I'll keep my fast intact, thank you): 
We've covered the sausage, yes? Then it's onto the toast! How can you fuck up toast? 
It takes hard work and research, but it is possible. Imagine, if you will, two 
triangles of very thick egg bread (mmm, more eggs), and then imagine these very 
triangles sagging drunkenly beneath the weight of some liquid or other in which they 
had been soaked overnight for my satisfaction. Sickly sweet, they were sponge-like | [I ۱ 
and difficult to tear, more akin to insulation foam than food. It occurred to me that 1 B, iv 
these triangles may have been a failed attempt at French Toast, but, upon further f ES 4 ۱ 
reflection, I concluded that the objects in question bore no more resemblance to ۳ During the interminable days that have gone by, I am forgotten by all but the chief - 
Trench Toast than they did to a jar of dill pickles. All of this said, my Euclidian resident psychiatrist, Dr. Sharpe. Don't bother rolling your eyes at his name beo se 
mysteries were the piece de resistance of my Emergency Room breakfast tray, and, : = I've already done it for you; when he arrived to examine me on my second afternoo 
having already suffered through some of the eggs for fear of insulting the chef, I ate here, I couldn't keep from giggling as we shook hands. "ens 
the toast with relative pleasure, which is an odd thing to judge relativity by as it 
is impossible to imagine pleasure of any sort existing within these walls. 


D 


"What?" he asked, looking almost offended. 


What else? An iee cold banana reeking of refrigeration, artificial freshness 
artificially maintained by its chilly life-support System, How old was this banana 
really? While I dare not venture a guess, I do believe it could tell us a tale or two 
Breaking through its tough and leathery exterior took some effort, and, once insi 
began to question whether it had all been worth it. But, alack the day, vitamins mus 
be had, if not protein and iron, and though I will most assuredly leave this place 
more anemic than I arrived (which, after an abortion, is a rather serious condition), 


hy nothing, just your name, in a place like this...it's right out of a movie ۴ 
ry, I've just realized that I'm in the insane asylum ana everything that i al? 
ünny at all suddenly is. Like at weddings and funerals, you know?" 


Dr. Sharpe's forehead smoothed as he smiled knowingly and, leaning ag 
A down to a crouching position in the studied posture of Someone 
u, "I'm not Just your doctor, I'm also your friend. Oh, and I'an 


1 
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get it," said he. "Well, the truth is that I'm not the one doing the pricking 
here == I deal more with the..." 


L this, he tapped his fingertips to his head, twirling his forefinger in the 
international symbol for "crazy," which I thought was overstepping the boundaries 
just a wee bit, but then what are the boundaries in a place like this? I suppose that, 
if there are any, they are erected by the doctors and not the patients, so there. 
I wasn't laughing anymore, so Dr. 5 rose and took a step closer to my bed, talking 
intimately as though we were old friends and I wasn't crazy at all. 


"Besides," he said, "just between you and me, I never really got comfortable with the 
whole ‘injection! thing...I'm not really into blood." 


As he said this last, the Doctor touched his hand to my arm, playfully pretending to 
administer an injection. Instinctively, I pulled my knees to my chest, not in modesty 
but because, if Dr. S was afraid of blood, then he would surely not wish to see the 
still scarlet lines covering my thighs -- lines I'd carved with tools ranging from 
razor blades to safety pins. 


Remarkably, no one has noticed the cuts yet, but then, I still wear my Striped 
stockings, and they are tall enough to hide most of my self-inflicted wounds. I have 
begun to feel somehow protected by my legwear, as though it were some kind of armor. I 
am reminded of a true accounting I had read not long ago of a young girl in the 
nineteenth century who was the victim of a serial killer. The villain lured the girl 
up to the attic of her own house where he raped (how original) and murdered her, then 
set the house on fire in order to destroy the evidence. The Strange bit was that, the 
next day, the house was burned to bits, as was the girl's body, with the exception of 
her legs which remained completely unmarred beneath her striped stockings. No 
explanation could be found for this bizarre phenomenon, but, due to this physical 
evidence, the killer was caught and hanged. I would very much like to have those 
Stockings... 


After Dr. Sharpe left my room that day, I remember thinking that, While he seemed 
likable enough, he just didn't seem like a doctor (whatever that means). 


SPECIAL NOTE ON CONSTANT INTERRUPTIONS AND THEIR EFFECT ON NY HEALTH: 

While maintaining his (too) easy manner, Dr. S has begun to change my mind as to his 
"likeability." This is not due to any especially offensive act he has committed, but, 
rather, to a general strangeness of comportment that, while not necessarily 
inappropriate to all of the patients here, does not suit my present nervous condition 
in the least. For example, he has an eerie way of peering in Suddenly (no doors 
remember?) and shocking me out of whatever I am doing ("whatever I an doing" by Hom 
consisting primarily of going through page after page of my remaining books, writing 
in the margins, and then writing over the pages themselves until the IED text is 
no longer discernible). Dr. S's noiseless arrivals and prolonged vis 
to make me jumpy and anxious...I had become accustomed to havin 
feel like I'm being snuck up on. My stomach is in 
imagery in that metaphor, wouldn't you say?) beca 
nerves, and so I eat even less now than before. 
this bit, because I don't feel hunger anyw 


its are beginning 
Á ng no privacy, but now I 
nots (there 5 Some rather perverse 

use of the damage this is doing to my 
Of course, I can't say that I mind 

ay ~= ny body is now eating itself. 


Late one night, I woke to find Dr. 5 standing over my bed. When 
explained that he had been walking by and thought he 
record, I'm not as dumb as I look. There's "checking o n 

then there's "checking on me" in the vay that Dr. Sante is E etara ME 
extended visit to my room at least twice a day, often arriving in a th M T ET a 
jeans instead of his doctor's uniform, and, adopting his ght t-shirt an 

against the wall, asks me to tell him about my life, 
studying in my books, things he claims to find "faso 


/ I opened my eyes, he 
d check on me, Just for the 


my madness, the things I'm 


inating,” 
explosion of intelligence, I know exactly what's going aet. aAndicim né breed 
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uis the bathroom, I look at myself in the tiny, cracked Î Ho 4d RR o trig 
some feature, something in my physical appearance that could be rem Pis of pee 
that I could wipe it out. otely alluring, 50 


Signature crouching position _ 


Hospital Entry 5: THE PAPERCLIP 
UPON TAKING IN MY SURROUNDINGS IN A NOME 


Trying to breathe deeply, I scan the room, tuning my senses to the noise outside, 
determined to be aware of Dr. Sharpe's next approach. Looking down from my gurney to 
‘the floor on the right, I spy a large paperclip -- brighter, harder, and, once 
unfolded, sharper than any pencil they might have let me keep. I want this paper clip 
quite a lot, in part because I'm not supposed to have it, and in larger part because I 
am allowed so few belongings that I think, perhaps, I might actually need it for 
Something, if only to make my stash larger. But which is stronger: the desire that it 
should be mine, or the knowledge that, when they finally pull down my stockings and 
find the paperclip hidden there, my stay here vill be infinitely extended and far less 
friendly? God, they would probably even take my red crayon away... Perhaps it will be 
more entertaining simply to wait and see how long it takes for someone to notice the 
clip and carry it away and out of my sight forever. 


NOTE FROM THE FUTURE: 


I continued to watch this same paperclip for another two days before it was di Ecore 
by the staff. What follows is a faithful account of events as they unfolded: 


I have spotted a second paperclip (where are these coming from anyway?) lying on the 
floor in the space between my room and the fluorescent-lit hallway outside, the space 


on which is painted a blue stripe to represent "the line that must not be crossed." In 
the middle of this line lies my shiny new friend. The stakes have been raised, and it 
is on. An armed guard sits squarely outside my open door, facing me. Should he turn 
his eyes downward just a wee bit, he would see IT: the deadliest of all weapons -- the 
Paperclip. I feel as though we are playing a kind of game, this guard and I. I imagine 
that he sees the paperclip just as I do, but that he is waiting for me to 
surreptitiously pick it up just as I am waiting for him. Sometimes we make eye 
contact, this guard and I. Surely he sees the paperclip! He must! IT'S RIGHT THERE!!! 


By way of introducing a risk factor and thus heightening the intensity of the game, I 
crawl down from my bed, legs trembling from lack of exercise, nourishment, prolonged 


= anxiety, and medication (I've been informed that I have Post Traumatic Stress 


Disorder and so must be medicated for that too), and traverse the three reet to the 
doorway where I inform my adversary of my intention to visit the bathroom. The guard 
stands, and I straighten my spine in mock dignity. I step right over the paperolip, 
right over that blue dividing line that exists for the specific purpose of reminding 
me (as if I could possibly forget) that I must not leave my room without permission 
and an escort. The guard follows me down the chaotically bustling hall to the tiny 

` closet containing a filthy toilet and a box of moist towelettes in their foil-lined 

- wrappers (and yes, this is a state-of-the-art, critically acclaimed hospital). When I 
open the bathroom door to leave, the guard is right there. I smile, and thank him for | 


- waiting. He is more &good-natured than the rest; some of the guards barely reply when 


they are spoken to, and appear constantly annoyed, as though the request to use the 
bathroom were some ridiculous demand, on par with requesting a masseuse and a bottle 
m champagne. I am emboldened by the fact that, still, no one has yet seemed to notice 
: striped stockings beneath my feeble gown (why do they call it a "gown?" Is it 
` sarcasm? Is there humor here after all?). The other patients aren't allowed socks of 
any kind, so I am living on the edge! Prancing back to my room, I see that the guard | 
remains one step behind me. He sits down in his chair as I again cross the blue 
threshold, noting as I do so just how easy it would be for me to sweep the papero 
nto the room with my toes, send it spinning to the corner and out of my warden! 
mediate view, then quickly pick it up on my way back into bed. What would 
it there? I would most likely hold it for a while, silently exalting in my 
I ght think this childish, but inside these walls, where every inch of one 
) 
۳ 


بیس 


now taken to writing between the text, over the tex 


ca 


to the guards and nurses and god knows who else who rifle through my things 
they are listed on a carbon copy chart and taken away, a secret paperclip seems 
ong to one more than does one's own self. After pressing it between my fingers 1 
for while, I would put the paperolip in my mouth, just to see if it would fit in case 
I ever needed a hiding place. Upon finding that, while it would fit (it's only a 
paperclip after all), it wouldn't be terribly comfortable for long-term storage, I 
would conclude that the mouth, while interesting, should be reserved for emergency 
transport only. Knowing full well that the hands and mouth had been mere foreplay to 
the actual destination, I would not be surprised when I slipped the paperclip down my 
gray and black stripies that maintained the singular honor of being noticed by no one. 
In retrospect, I can think of two reasons why I would have been Bllowed to keep them; 


the first being that the doctors must have assumed that my garb had already been j ۳ Hospital Entry 6: DOWNSTAIRS, UPSTAIRS ۰ 

inspected and approved by one of the other doctors, and the Second reason being that, || ! 3 

as one couldn't quite see how tall they were beneath the fabric, faded from numberlesS و‎ Bron RSOBIYIEG THE GLAD TIDINGS THAT A BED IE THE PSYOH WARD UPSTAIRS IS BEING 
washings, that hung just below my knees, one might assume that they were knee socks | M PREPARED FOR E: 


only, and, thus, wouldn't think long enough on the Subject to find a reason to take 


them away and put them into the plastic drawstring bag along with my other absoonded , j - So! It has been announced that I am to be taken upstairs within the hour, though there 
belongings. In reality, the stockings come right up to the tops of my thighs, and, E { às one wee complication: I will be going, nay, not to the ward for mere suicidal 
should I have wished to waste a perfectly lovely pair, I suppose I could have employed | _ Gepressives and drug addicts, but to the other ward, the one reserved for 

them for the purpose of aiding my strangulation quite as much as any thread or -2 1۳ honest-to-god lunatics. One of the nurses had popped in to deliver the happy news; 
Shoelace they have taken away from me, w 


hich is to say, not very much at all. Yes K | reminding me that I would finally receive proper, intensive, specialized treatment (I 
under my left stocking (because left is further out of the guard's view), pressa E jj think the words "Aren't you excited?" were actually inserted here), and could look 
ای ی با ای‎ arasa an than dust lying in one pinos and dzaring 
dene cina uut Um burglar pullin ages Um da HAS I had done, a deed no less | ۳ (which automatically means that í فده‎ to be) xd that ihs cn T it مات‎ e ۱ 
ex a & & & o e heist of the century, black gloves = } ; = based Sr nad been put in for 
dripping with diamonds... 7^ my speedy transfer from Ward B to the less intimidating, more "appropriate," Ward i. 
Next, the good doctor came to my bedside (or, rather, ny cage as I have come to 
) | j ider it) and handed me a book. Perplexed, I asked him what it was dh 
I congratul ۱ s Eus , was, and he answered 
fing, in tens cave oe 1 me in a tone of what I perceived as studied nonchalance (as in; "This old thing? Oh, 
r - ۳ ۱ just something I had lying around..."). 


Sack in my bed, facing the doorway and all that lay in dt. 
letting the game continue, for not being greedy, and for b 
up about the whole thing. But, what's this! ily monitor, my playmate, is rising from 
د‎ With his left foot, he sweeps the paperclip toward him where he finally l E : 
picks it up. I am, naturally, disappointed that the guard found my papercli and that | _ Um, this is just a book that I've been told is really useful, and it's something I 
he felt it necessitated being taken away. For all of HE ۱ 


LI 3 è 
our eye : y thought you might enjoy. I've had some of my other patients read it and they say it's 
other, me from the dark of my cell, he from the garis A n QUE Rud nods EA 1 


n 
h glow of hi s 1 T = helped them, so I thought you should have it next. 
never any actual trust being built, and, somehow, I MER lun his hallway, there WEE (ae 


wn that. r " 
his bulky toes across my blue-striped doorway and left the REEDS eet Me HiRcoepted the book from Dr. S's outstretched hand, and, as I touched the smooth 
was not surprised, though I did wish I would have taken the : , cover, I saw that it was new...it had never been opened, let alone passed around 
saw it first. paperclip while I could. I A amongst a bunch of other lunatics before being bequeathed to me. Something was ofi. He 
Seemed not to know what to say next, but continued talking as an alternative to making 


How inevitable that the disappearance of the second his overdue exit. 


the first one still lying on the floor to my right ys ی یس ی‎ pd 
passionate interest. I peer down at it, each glance T zeal and 
have become aware that my one true friendship, 
grave danger. What to do? I have already lost o 


Dr. S must have noticed ny hesitation, because he suddenly added, "Or, maybe it's 

Silly, you know, one of those books that tries to teach you a new way to look at lite, 

Beles. AS th or whatever. But, uh, yes, Just...have a look when you run out of space in all those 
HIR eee the Soom ang directly within the guard's dex alie 1 ۱ books you've been writing in, or don't, if you want, you know, Just...thought I'd give 
less simple to pick up, even were I feeling brave. So, w P. 0 W e far a it to you." 1 ۱ j ( 

to the conclusion that I must not attempt to Physically OR Resty heart, I have come | j ۱ t wanted me b b. Wehr» in HIS book , and ۳ be fiis vf him tach Hime | did. | know Hus. 


att 
what joy there is to be derived from the Paperclip must Sr paperclip. Yes, "Thank you," I said quietly, "I'm sure it will be very helpful." 
else's finding the paperclip, and, when and i : erived from no one 7 


it be? find the paperclip, who will 


f one does 


The end, I hate to inform you, vas exceedingly dull. The sa 
engaged in the extremely occasional phone call that Putlante guard waited until I was 
the hospital portable if we ask a staffer nicely enough. H TL allowed to make on 
knelt down, snapped up my paperclip, and returned to his Us hen slunk into my room, 
mary & word. I wonder where he puts them...maybe in nin ی‎ n the hallway with 
[2 

Once off the phone (just one more conversation in which : a 
and the boy on the other end doesn't seem to take any of a Aer Eye the conditions here 

down to my old familiar right side, at the spot once ocou very Seriously), I look ۱ 
and capable pal, Just waiting to be given a job to do Pied by my perfeotly healthy 
hide in, anything...he had so, so many talents, But Po id to hola, stockings to 
both gone, and there are no more friends and no more > my two p&perolips...they are 


> Games =~ Y anything I ever could have imagined. I see the lyrics to one of mé nus M PER 
orajon, and one last book to deface the pages of, Having n DAY the nub of my 1 ." A true Vaudevillian, I generally live by the "never let ‘em see you ا‎ 
t, as aces the margins, I have E hilosophy, and, as such, have a ready answer for everything, anytine, an 
ublishap) 6h what I have to say is _ ght now, I've got nothing. 
tell my 2. and I ask myself: Am I | 1 van 
else's, J? And, hey, maybe that's 


I didn't want to talk about it; I didn't want him to tell me any of the other 
wonderful things he had heard about the fucking book == I didn't care. I just wanted 
this man to leave my room. I was out of my mind. Every moment of every day that 
passed, I questioned everything, from reality to whether or not I was actually alive. 
Wach day I was being administered a handful of new drugs as I was detoxing from old 
|. rugs, but one thing of which I felt certain was that gifts, mementos, tokens of any "Au 
kind, no matter their nature, should not be exchanged between doctor and patient down — 
here in the Emergency Ward or anywhere else within this building. No one had ever tol 
| me that; they didn't need to. j 
/j 


S 


- An hour later and Dr. Sharpe is baok. I am sitting up in my bed, waiting for the 
guards to come and get me, when in walks the doctor looking Strangely smug. 

up to the bedside and, without a word, hands me a folded sheet of paper. 
over me as I open it, and I see something more unexpected, more shooking 


» than 
more important than what has already been deemed p 


really this egotistical, or am I just burning to 
how you write a book == by writing over somebody 


SS a ae سب(‎ 


` watching what's left of my life being publicly ripped to shreds, Dr. Sharpe is t 
„ head psychiatrist; there is no one above him for me to go to, not while I'm - 
_ in here anyway. And so I say "thank you,” and he is gone. NT 


XY 


Silent. I have no idea how to respond to this. Dr. Sharpe figured out who I 

e tracked me down. He found my website. He dug through it extensively, which I _ 
ecause the lyrics to this particular song are hidden within the site; they are 
ailable to the casual visitor. liy mind races, the rat in the maze, trying to 
ure how to get out of this incredibly uncomfortable situation. Dr. S is looking as 
gh he had uncovered some marvelous secret and now ought to be rewarded. 1 


_ All I care about, really, all I care about is that I have | 
privacy, real privacy. If I do not, and I fear T emi 
will not (upon asking a passing nurse, I d 
told that I will likely be couched -— 
with one or perhaps five : 
_ other crazies with no T 
` curtain 3 


"I really liked it," he says. "You're a great writer, and your voice is 
jJust...intoxicating. But I do have to ask you..." 


And here, the doctor takes the paper from my trembling hands, and a red pen from his 
own pocket. 


"am I mistaken, or is this," he circles one of the lines, "a sexual metaphor?" 
Pic] "Obyiously," I say, trying desperately not to sound alarmed. 
"I thought so," he says, self-satisfied. "And what about this line?" 


"Yep, that too. Honestly though, Doctor, the entire Song is a sexual metaphor. It's no 
secret, That's kind of the point." : 


"Wow...that's impressive, Emilie," he says. "You're very clever." 


Trafiic in the hallway is increasing and my wheelchair has arriv 
from this place == I'm still not allowed to walk. Dr. 
into ny hands as though he is afraid to be seen w 


ed to take me away 
S hurriedly thrusts the paper 
ith it, but I hana it back to him. 


"I don't need it," I tell him. "It's my song." 


"On, right, of course," he says, flustered. 


۱ Dr. S puts the paper in his pocket, its sexual metaphors circled in red ink for all to 1 between 
see. He goes to the door, then turns back to fix his eyes on me, collected once again. P E a 
3 en 
"You know, Emilie, I've been thinking a lot about your case ‘ _ may 
S and w 15 
t something I'm pondering that I probably shouldn't be telling San. E ER to you ally 
if you want to know it or not." , np y flip out 
and then 
I tell him he may a5 well just say what he has to s won't they 


Say since he! 
wonder at it if he doesn't. e 5 already set me up to be surprised 


== the 


| 

| 

| urs 

i to your childhood, and would explain why you have these condition that stems back 


"Well, I was thinking that, maybe, along with being bi well-mannered 
polar 

|a something called ‘borderline personality disorder, ! It! » you might also have mouse is 

fra causing 
that don’t quite fit together." émented parts of yourself | trouble! There 

i i is a 
I ask Dr. S if that means I'm schizo just to see what he SAYS, but here's the truth: 1 لک‎ disturbance in 
s e truth: ; 


know exactly what BPD is, and I also know that I don't hay 
me that it’s time to go, and, as I crawl out of n 
time, Dr. 5 finally says what he has really come 


the hallway; 
someone is 
Screaming, 
bodies rush 
^ outside my door, 
Please, god, 
7 on't let Dr. 
E | harpe come back 
E. "before I am taken 


e it. 4 passing nurse tells 


J Emergency Room &urney for the last 


to say. 


E 


"So, I probably shouldn't have told you that, but now 2 
learn more about it I do have a private Practice, and uim know, if you'd like to | 
for you, outside of this hospital." possibly find some time 


3 Well. There it is then. Blatant manipulation. I k t M. 
E big shot record producers have insulted my work o oo well. How many upstairs, please 
RM services in "fixing" it? It's the "you need me" rein. otter their own 3 i 
۴ : Generally, when I see it now, it is only amusing, and a ES figured it out years ago. 

, tnis time. This, the hospital, is supposed to be the o Sad. But it's not amusing | 


Ced an. Place that is safe for me =» 


now this game all 
nly 


rd with the 

lohair, please don't. 
me see him again, 

‘4 let him come to say 
dbye...I am very, very : 
ous, my head is spinning ` 


?: free from predators of all 


Er kinds. If I can't trust these people to help and 
ie left. And now, there is no one left. That old familiar peli. 

of me, and I feel wick. ilaybe I should "pull rope to on ub bo Mix 

I am a fucking fool | 
my brain and the ۱ 
here to help me. I — 

even were I willin 

it&bly, being Ee 


called a liar and 3d 
۹ 


e 


EXTRA 
FINE 


Hospital Entry 7: THE PEN 
HOLY FUCK WE'RE GOING UPSTAIRS!!! 


After having been delayed several times, I was wheeled all the way up to crazytown; 
and I am here at last. The journey was beyond ridiculous; I would gladly have walked 
Y on my own two stocking feet, but that, apparently, is illegal ("Nope, not allowed to 
1 walk," said the guard, pushing me roughly back down into the chair). After an 
I | extremely lengihy trip through the building marked by stops and starts and elevators, 
| I was at last rolled past the double doors, heavy black iron and painted with these 

| welcoming words: PSYCH WARD. Yes, they actually do call it that. Once vithin, the 

\ nurses and surrounding guards seemed to expect me to simply hop on out of the 
j wheelchair as though I had been here before and knew exactly when the trip ends and 
| where to go next. I felt ashamed to tell them that it was my first time. 


Immediately inside of the Psych Ward is a very curious structure: 4 single booth 
stands in the center of the Ward like a watchtower, encased entirely in glass windows 
that appear to be bulletproof. Within this unique brand of office loiter nurses and 
other staff members, engaged in their coffee-drenched gossip, and looking extremely 
at ease with the fact that they are on the inside of this chamber that clearly exists 
for their sole protection. I note that there is no such Structure built for the 
protection of the inmates in what, I am truly astonished to find, is a shared 
male/female ward. 
1 I am led by a morbidly obese "counselor" (is this summer camp?) to'a small, dingy room 
۱ that is introduced to me as the Dining Room, though it doesn't look like a place where 
anyone ought to be dining. The decor consists of a few round tables clustered 
together, cheap plastic wood and cheaper plastic chairs, a broken piano (w 
bother?), and an opening in the wall that, once a metal curtain is rolled upwards 
looks directly into the Ward Kitchen. On the wall below the opening is a metal shelf 
where we are to pick up our trays and bring them back again. I cannot imagine ever 
eating in this room, and not because of the horrors that Surely emerge from that 
opening, or because the room itself is hideous and devoid of windows, but because the 
first thing I learn is that we are all to dine together, at the same time, three times 
a day plus "snacks" (again, are we five?). Sitting around in circles PONE of us 
silent, some of us screaming, throwing, or hitting, this is where we will persuade our 
bodies to ingest sustenance if only because staff who monito 
what we eat and what we leave behind, and leaving food behin 
consequences. 


hy even 


n————  —— کے‎ 


d can lead to very serious 


It seems this is the room with the most privacy at the mome s 

take our orange plastic seats opposite one another, and I ۵ سر رل‎ ble gr ana z 
I will try, I tell myself, to make it quicker this time; I've had Mos 2t nquis deg 
now to know that telling the whole story never helps, and oly oonfis và practice by 
minds that are in charge of the health of mine. uses the brilliant 


E. It doesn't matter. Even my edited version appears toh 
۴ turns for the counselor. She glazes over, and I force iere a puEewe ' 
making notes, she gives me a two-sentence summary of "what she is i A ing, o 
She's so way off it's almost funny, and proves that She either was Arie from me. 
all, or she knows I'm crazy and so it doesn't matter vhat the Missi : listening at 
as I am here under lock and key of the state. I'm trying to be me em is just so long 
convince her that I don't really need to be here (although I kno arming enough to 

I'm still more of & danger to myself than any of the lunatics ^ Moin fx 
"could possibly be), but I see that my attempts at wit are ds 
inappropriate behavior == it's written all over her podgy 
she's filling out on my behalf. I make a joke about a seri 


DN Q7 


ma hdi m mi s 


— M P ^ ببس سس‎ Ch. 


r Our trays are recording ` 


ady locked up here — 


ous 14 SHN 
me down for another day. I can't believe my luck to have found sink a eee ۹ 
5 ve an 


really rose to the occasion. 


I am shown to a large room at the end of a long hall and behind two more industrial 

` iron doors that look as though they ought to open out to some back alley where a 
dumpster awaits housing hungry rodents, but nay, this room is to be my sleeping 
quarters, so called because the only thing I am to be allowed to do in this room is 
Sleep. There is to be no privacy, no quiet time, no nothing. We will all be sent here 
at a specific hour not chosen by us to recline into our drug-induced slumber. When we 
are awakened in the early morning by the sound of the alarm that is piped into every 
room at once and followed by the static-obscured voice of the nurse on duty announcing 
that is it time to get up, we are to say farewell to this room, farewell to my hoped 
for privacy, until we return, drugged, the following night. 


There are five other beds in my room, and I realize that I had it pretty good down in 
[ the Emergency Ward, in the midst of madness as I was. Sure, I had a room next to a 

- woman coming off crack and purposely using her hospital bed as a restroom just to 

| anger the guards, but at least I had my own room. So maybe I had to leave the door wide 
open, and maybe there were two male security guards (who, I was constantly reminded, 
were there for my own protection) posted on either side night and day, but at least I 
didn't live in fear that, once I fell asleep, another inmate would approach my bed to 
Strangle me or stab me with a plastic spoon. Downstairs, I only had to worry about Dr. 
Sharpe. 


My sleeping quarters are yellow and as ugly as you can possibly imagine a room being. 
It is indeed a prison room, with bars on the small, high windows and all. I must truly 
be a horrible, dangerous, psychotic person that should never be allowed contact with 
civilized society, for I have actually succeeded in getting myself thrown into prison. 
And it is a prison. It looks like a prison, it smells like a prison, and it all makes 
sense: I literally committed a crime, and I am here to be punished. 


For the fifth time since my introduction into the hospital, a nurse comes to look 
through my belongings (I was sent upstairs with all oi my things piled on my lap, 
returned to me for the ride only, to be inspected and thieved anew upon my arrival in 
the Psych Ward) and takes most of them away with her again, still demanding control 
-Over my clothes, shoes, and toiletry case, the latter because it has within it a tiny 
mirror that I doubt I would be able to either remove or break even ii I tried. Hither 
way, I wouldn't be here if I wasn't crazy, so my words mean nothing to these people. 


Or ood bloody Sweet lord in healen ! 
| Leola ak h5 | Jat docs i+ look leket? lis ü BA! 
f i 3 ۸ fudang , Bont lae yersel tei PEAS! 


ce Yow EMAL t CAN ۴ 


i 8 Lets 566 A 0۲۸۷۲۷ po THAT 
1 v v Sony Canyon. Yor WERE Com we 
| 10 Me Aw» | ZAN NEVER REMY ` 


You SAVE Tb SPREAD THe Gioky 


} l 0f your NAME ده‎ THE 

| T = هب‎ prop EVERY PARK CORNER, 

| ۰ 0 y OF TIE VNIVERSE n GOT I NEAN, SéfoU5)J vs 
I l / | THINK WE ALE KNOW WHATS ue... 


ANYWAY THE PENMSicaniFieS THAT ۱ WAVE GEEN Lire Fron vé 
ER AND AM Now THE Provo anek oF A BEO IN THE ۳۵۷۲ WARD ‘AWEsT’ BUT 


Mso of A Y) PE N 0 (funny Hod Mew THAT n INTHE ERAY HOSE UM 


ALpwed To HAV ساب‎ « ۱۵۲7۲ ) 


Bs ining "things." There still ۱ 
am finally left alone to arrange my rema 5 isn't much 
llowed to هو‎ I oan have a pen now but not my spiral notebook, and so I'm told 
uld I feel the need to write, I must go to the glass booth and ask for az 
of paper at a time. I'm considering stabbing myself in the neck with my bel 


ust to get revenge. 


00 تتسد ممت ہس ت ت ہے 


eH سج‎ 


Hospital Entry 8: FAMILIARITY BREEDS CONTEMPT 


Isn't it odd that "misery loves company," and yet "familiarity breeds contempt?" If 
there is any truth in the latter maxim, then it implies that we are all innately 
contemptible -- shielded from immediate discovery by a flimsy veil of mystery. I have 
never felt contempt for the girls I've known, but I have grown to feel it for nearly 
every nan excepting perhaps three, and the clock is always ticking. Perhaps, then, 
are innately contemptible, or perhaps I judge them too harshly and they are merely 
fools who make me sick. 


My captors having given me a moment alone that I might acquaint myself with my latest 
address, I intend to savor it, but am given scarcely a breath in which to enjoy my pen 
and my privacy when into the bedroom walks Dr. Sharpe. He's come to see that I got 
upstairs all right. How could I get upstairs not all right? I was in a wheelchair 
being chauffeured by & security guard of sizeable proportions. What could possibly go 
wrong? I would like to think that Dr. Sharpe performs this bedside service for vend 
patient he sends to ilaximum Security, which is what it's called up here. iiy intruder 
picks up one of the books I've stacked neatly on my new bed, and leats through the 
pages ~~ the ones I've filled with red wax. Has he cone to see that I've kept his book 
amongst my own? 


"I'm on to you," he says, too coy for his age. "You're here to do research. You're 
writing a book." 


I can't tell if he's joking or not, but I am offended in any case. I have crawled 
through the very depths of hell; I have suffered through so much that it had TE 
unbearable, and, finally, I attempted to take my own life. Now, I endure the judgment 
and the stigma that follows and will continue to follow me for the rest of my days 
upon this earth. For anyone to even suggest, as a joke or otherwise, that I committed 
myself to a mental hospital needlessly, and, worst of all, for the sake of "research," 
is unfathomable. For a doctor, a psychiatrist whose job it is to get me through taisi 
mess alive, it is simply criminal. 


À nurse arrives to imform me that I will be meeting with a counselor before dinner 


tonight, and Dr. $ makes his prompt departure, confirming my suspicion that he is not 
supposed to be here. Eo: 


PII 


It seems that every important decision I have made in my life has been made in order 


to combat some difficulty, almost in defense. I played music in my head to conquer the F 


voices that plagued me nightly. I began singing in order to cure my throat of an 
internal injury.» 


D 


So, how will I get myself out of this? 


men | 


Hospital Entry 9: DINNERTIUE 


My mind is full. liy poor brain cannot process everything that has happened in 

| the past week, to say nothing of the past day. I am overwhelmed. I can do nothing 
but stare at the coat that, due to the chill in the building, I have been allowed 
to keep, even though it is positively held together by safety pins (not very 
appropriately named it seems). The nurse must really be slacking oif today. 
Maybe I should stab her with a safety pin. There is a knock on the metal doors. iy 
second visitor is a rotund, middle-aged gentleman called Chris. He is clad in a 
slovenly arranged flowered (that's right, as in Hawaiian print) shirt and a 
decidedly "I'm the cool one you can talk to =- I'm not like your parents" air. 


Aag a Diir rman 


Chris sits down on the bed across from me and gives me the rundown of "how things go 
around here" before he, too, asks me why I have been hospitalized. I try to think of 
Some way I can spice it up -- some way to get through the story quicker, for the good 
of all involved. He doesn't want the truth, and I don't want to tell it. Let's shake 
hands, and we're done. The fucking end. But not for my new friend; no, he really wants 
to get to the heart of the matter, to be the one who really, truly changes me. I think 
perhaps he is sincere, and I appreciate this, but he is also woefully underqualified 
for the task of dissecting a mind such as mine, or anyone's really -- I'm nobody 
Special. 


en qi n‏ مخت 


"How long have you been suffering from depression?" 
"Since I was born." 


"OK. How frequently have you had suicidal thoughts after your first depressive 
episode?" 


even on the good days, there is always at least one fleeting and almost imperceptible 
Moment when a little voice in the back of my head whispers to me, “why are you doing 
this?" Then, on the bad days (or months as it may be), there is no coming up for air, 
and the little voice turns into a raging scream (much like the voices in my head when 
I was a child, but I don't think it would be wise to mention this to my bumbling 
Warden). The voice never lets up unless I drug myself to sleep, and is always awake 
again and at my bedside to greet me first thing in the morning with all the ardor of a 


| 
"Every day." | 
I explain to Chris that my will to survive is obviously faulty in some way because, 
doting lover but none of the sore lips. 1 


As I am explaining this little pro-suicide voioe inside my head, my new best friend 
interrupts me with a syrupy, "because you didn't think you were gqod enough?" 
۱ ^. 
4 
"No, that isn't it at all," I counter, trying to remain pgt+fent. "That's what is so 
۲ wrong about it -- I do think I'm good enough. I have a healthy ego. I know my worth. I 
think I'm plenty good enough, and I still have a pinhole of death in the balloon of my 


"every day life, every fucking day." 


Ga e —————PGÓMOÓs ن‎ 


uw 


I know that was a bad metaphor but I don't think it matters. Ohris looks both 
‘perplexed and disappointed that he had been wrong in what he had clearly hoped, poor 
thing, would be a massive preakthrough for me. Naybe I'd start crying; we'd hug as he 
assured me that I really, truly was good enough, that I did deserve to be loved, and. 
en I would thank him for saving my life. I feel guilty for taking this away from _ 
n, and make myself the solemn promise not to use any more metaphors in the mad 
house. After Chris makes his long awaited exit, it is time for all of the inmates 
Mbsemble for dinner. We oreep from every corner of the building, some of us loo 
though we are walking to our deaths, others looking too far-gone to know the 
* E E 


oy 


rence. Sitting down at one of the tables in the Dining Room, I observe the 
»dure: Wait quietly at the table of your choice (and choose wisely, or else...) 0 

til the grizzled cafeteria mistress calls your name, then go to the hole in the wall - 

nd pick up your tray. What am I doing here? I am humiliated -= a shred of a person. I 
am looked at just like everybody else in the Maximum Security Psych Ward; I am no 
different; I am not extraordinary. The staff had received no memo telling them that I 
am only here because there wasn't room anywhere else; as far as they are concerned, I 
am a violent lunatic, and, as such, deserve to be in this prison =- society's revenge 
upon the unhappy. I've gone into a sort of shock, trying not to look around me at the 
people of all ages, genders, shapes, sizes, and smells, most very odd looking, and 
some rather frightening. I can't believe I'm here, in the midst of the maddest scene pe 
have ever witnessed; this is surreal; my head is spinning, and I feel dizzy... I am 
Shaken from my stupor by a behemothic man approaching my table, the only other diner 
at which being an older lady called Violet who mutters to herself constantly, and 
seems ever on the verge of exploding. This assessment in no way prepares me for what 
happens next: I am marveling at this hulk of a man and at the substantial hump on his 
back, all the while wondering how on earth the hospital's administrators could 
justify having insane men in the same room as insane women, on principal alone. As I 
am preoccupied in calculations of just how easy it would be for him to snap my neck 
without even meaning to, the man reaches the table and begins to lower his tray. 
Suddenly, Violet begins to scream at him. She starts off quietly but with all the 
intensity of an erupting volcano. This escalates until she is Shrieking wildly. 


"How dare you sit down without asking! Get away, get away, GET AWAYI!" 


&nature muttering, 
She introduced herself to me, adding to the end of her name, "Platonic. That means no 


sex." I assured her that she was safe with me. But the wardens? Not so much. They 
clearly hadn't diagnosed her as having profound issues with males being in her 
physical space because, if they had, then they, in good conscience, could no 
have placed her in an environment where she would be surrounded by males who could be 
considered threatening by anyone's standards, let alone those of a victim of clearly 
some sort of abuse. Either that or the staff just doesn't care, which is even worse. 
With a grunt, the giant backs away, and Violet stops Screaming. No one on duty comes 
to find out what went wrong. In fact, the other inmates barely raise their heads, and 
it seems as though the incident had been noticed by no one but myself. As though 
nothing had happened, Violet resumes her dinner, which consists primarily of a paper 
plate overflowing with canned corn kernels. I still haven't been called up to retrieve 
my tray of god knows what, and, looking around at the menagerie of fascinating 
creatures devouring their scraps, I appear to be the only one left. I hope that I can 
Simply avoid the whole dining process; I can't possibly have an appetite in a place 
like this at the end of a day like the one I've just had. 


t possibly 


Just as I think I've escaped unnoticed, the cafeteria lady mispronounces my name and 
Slams a bright orange tray down on the metal shelf for me to take, which, against my 

will, I do. On said tray is a soggy paper plate piled with microwaved Spaghetti to be _ 
eaten with == get this -- a plastic spoon. Have you ever tried eating spaghetti with a $3 
plastic spoon? If you weren't crazy before, you will be after that. 


Xy mouth is dry and I can't seem to manufaoture enough saliva to geen 


and I think ot how Jimi Hendrix ; 


even a bit of white bread down my Sh throat; it's sticking in my mou 
me... that my/evaluation و‎ 


has already begun. 


M bet sl tans 


A 


died. I know they are watching ۱ 


Hospital Entry 10: THE FIRST NOTĘ 


It is morning. After my first night in the real live Psych Ward, I have new details to 
recount: I sleep in a room where I am awakened in the night by the sound of my fellow 
inmates sneaking about, iiddling with electrical outlets, crawling around on the 
empty beds as I pull my blanket up to my eyes, staring out into the blackness, barely 
able to make out the shapes of the night crawlers so that I can jump out of my brick 
hard, plastic covered bed and start running if they come near my corner. But where 
could I go? The staff locks the doors from the outside during the night. I suppose 
that, snug in their bulletproof sanctuary, they don't want to be bothered by the 
Creepers, so they leave us locked up to fend for ourselves. They can then take an 
extended coffee and cigarette break, knowing that we're not going anywhere, and that 
they can't hear us scream behind our solid barricade. Ignorance is bliss. 


The first thing we are ordered to do upon rising is to assemble in the Day Room. 

There, we will line up to be weighed and given our first round of pills. I wonder how 
the nurses are absolutely certain to give us the correct medications and not mix them ` 
up with someone else's. Scanning the room, we all look so sedated and lost -- it 
probably wouldn't have mattered what we took just so long as it kept us quiet for a 
few more hours, until the next dose. 


And then, there is breakfast. I have managed to get through the first breakfast with 
my motley new companions with little to report and even less eaten. I don't feel 
hunger anymore, which is a great favor to my stomach, because, had I wished to sample 
any of the gray eggs and soggy toast on my paper plate, the sites and sounds around me 
would have rendered this an impossibility. 


Breakfast over, we are left to our own devices; mine require pen and paper, so I leave 
the Day Room and walk across the hall to the glass chamber where the staff is busying 
themselves for the morning shift. I lean my head against the glass and, speaking 
through a small opening made for just this purpose (like the ones in banks or movie 
theatres), I ask one of the nurses if she would let me have my notebook. The nurse 
emerges from her sanctuary and leads me down the hall to a locked closet. As she turns 
the key, she tells me that I will be allowed the use of my notebook during the day if I 
promise to return it at night, and not to let it out of my site during the hours I have 
it with me; she explains that this is because of the spiral wire that binds the 
notebook together. Rolling my eyes (not advisable, by the way), I assure her that I do 
not intend to kill myself with my own notebook, but her concern is not for me; ii one 
Of the other inmates were to get hold of it in the night, what then? I think to 

Propose that this problem could be easily solved by the separation of my sleeping 
quarters from those who made a habit of digging into other people's things, but decide 
against it -- there is no suggestion box in the Psyoh Ward. The closet door open, the 


—— nurse reaches into the dark and pulls a string. A single bulb dimly illuminates three 
E Walls lined with small wooden compartments. I see my shoes with the skulls peeking out 


from a compartment on the upper left of the back wall, and reach into it. As I pull 


E out my long lusted after notebook, a slip of paper falls from between the pages; I 


bend to pick it up. Polded in quarters, the paper seens a bit weathered -- wrinkled, 


citing through the backside of the sheet, but I 
` and nearly transparent; I oan see writ : 
` don't Reece icing the note, and am about to open it when the nurse, who has been 


1 hs audibly -- an obvious 
standing over me and scrutinizing my every move, coug y 
EE s on of impatience. I slide the paper back between the pages of my notebook, 
and both the nurse and I exit the closet. 


B have passed and I have been watched constantly. Activities are enforced 
à EU oor meals, leaving me without a moment E E the note. I assume it must be 
omething of my own that I've forgotten, but I can't think what, which I suppose is 
۱ very easence of "forgotten," isn't it... My stomach flutters nervously, but I 
n't know why. Finally, I am able to sneak away from group exercise (this is 


20 50181 ول(‎ and find a nurse to let me in 
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جر ی با 
The alarm is ringing for dinner, and I kué‏ 
notebook, Polding the note, I tuck it into t‏ 
the hall toward the Dining Room. I'm late.‏ 


all lined up and herded around the barbed wire enclosed patio area on the roof oj 5 
: to the bathroom, which is kept locked. I 
ow I don't have much time. Shutting myself inside a stall (no locks for us), I ۱ 
unfold the note. Written in a hasty flourish, this is what I find: 


Sis R 


it will soon be time to return ny 
he top of my right stocking, and walk down | 


Hospital Entry 11: THE FORGOTTEN, FLOOR 
We've all heard the phrase "the lunatics are running the asylum." 
The funny thing is, they do. 


Since my first night in the Maximum Security Psych Ward, I have witnessed more 
violence than I have in all my time traversing downtown Los Angeles. First, there was 
the rapist in training, a clumsy, muscular kid of about sixteen who generally walked 
about stuttering and repeating himself while downing container after container of 
yoghurt, but, when denied a phone call, erupted in a torrent of shrieks. After 
attacking the nurses who tried to quiet him, he had to be pinned to the ground by two 
Security guards, then sedated and locked away in Solitary, a.k.a. the Quiet Room. By 
dinnertime, the kid was back, walking around, babbling, and eating yoghurt as though 
nothing had ever happened. 


Then, there was the schizophrenic (we are all thrown together here regardless of our 
disparate conditions) who decided it might be jolly good fun to 60 racing toward the 
Staff enclosure wielding an acoustic guitar and, screaming all the while, smashing 
Said guitar into the glass with all the strength his overly developed body possessed, 
resulting in an explosion of splinters and snapping steel strings. A new inmate had 
arrived, a woman called Lucy, who, like me, did not belong in A West. Lucy happened to 
be walking by the glass as the brute was in the act of racing toward it. Lucy's head 
was exactly six inches away (I measured) from the spot of impact at the very moment 
the guitar hit; a slight change in the wind and she would have been dead on the spot. 
Of course, since she was still alive, and since the bulletproof glass had done its 
duty in protecting the staff on the other side, there was nothing to worry about. And 
when the shattered wood was cleared and the offender dragged to the Quiet Room (which 
looks, just in case you are curious, exactly like they do in the movies: iron door, 
padded cell, tiny letterbox window, heavy lock, soundproof, so on), Lucy and I and 
everyone else were shooed away from the scene and sent to our rooms until the 
fantastically competent staff was calm enough themselves to deal with us. No one ever 
Spoke to Lucy or any of the rest of us regarding the incident. No one asked her if she 
Was all right, when, in fact, she was so shaken by her brush with obliteration that 
She became physically ill and stayed that way. No one apologized for putting us all in 
danger as a result of their extremely poor judgment in letting the dangerous coexist 
it was that I wasn't allowed a pencil but this violent tucking lunatic was allowed a 
Guitar in the first place. It's quite all right though: History written in pencil is 
easily erased -- crayons are forever. 


If you have been privy to a violent childhood, then you know the terrorizing effect 


_ that being anywhere in the vicinity of a loud and aggressive male (or many loud and 
aggressive males) has on your mental stability, and, if you haven't, then lucky you. 


Suffice it to say that, after a week in Maximum Security Psyoh Ward A West, I am more — 
depressed, more suicidal, more emaciated, and more ill in every way than I have ever 


been. I never stop shaking, not even in my sleep. And it hasn't even begun yet. 


Xe 


I have heard the mental hospital described as a place where the distressed person can 


` go to have a "rest." 


There is no "rest." 


Every moment is spent looking over my shoulder, attempting to protect myself bot 
mentally and physically. Should I have to do this? Perhaps not, but I have rei 


Something rather ironio about life here in the Waximum Security Psych Ward? 


ہے 28 سی 


puissant gerer re. 


۱ n NS : a 

Security. The "Maximum Security" part refers to the type of patient that belongs truly and finally going mad, or both. Either way, since then, I have come to depend on 
p the Asylum letters as not only much needed diversion from the monotony of hospital 
^ life, but also as my only form of communication from the outside, even if it wasn't 


the outside from which I had been torn (which probably made it even better). 


re, i.e. the level of "crazy" we're dealing with; it has nothing whatever to do with 
` how safe we are. There are no actual guards here on a day-to-day basis; they are 
called in only during emergency situations. Down in the Emergency Ward, I had been 

_ guarded constantly, and, as maddening as that had been, it had its benefits; just as 
couldn't simply walk out of my room, nobody else could simply walk in (except, of 
course, the staff, which was not entirely comforting either, but I digress). Yet, now — 
*hat I am here in the actual insane asylum and not merely the purgatory that must be 
endured beforehand, nobody cares what is done to us or what we do to each other, just 
so long as we are in the correct room at the correct time, we eat what we're given, we E 
walk around the caged patio when we're told, and we line up and take our pills three 
times a day with all the docility of a beaten dog. I am not at all certain what is 
supposed to happen up here. I, for one, have received no treatnent of any kind. I am 
completely forgotten unless Counselor Chris is asking for my advice on how to deal 
with his rebellious teenage daughter. But I am not the only one who is forgotten here. 
I have come to know the conditions and histories of the inmates rather well as there 


I no longer care where the letters come from, or if they are even real, just so long 
as I continue to hear from Emily (with a "y"). And, as luck (or madness) would have 
it, I have found a new letter tucked between the pages of my notebook when I go to 
reclaim it from the closet every morning. Sometimes they are notes of only a few 
sentences, sometimes a page long, sometimes more, but they are always the reason I 
wake up each day. And, of course, I am hardly content with possessing my letters for 
the day only to give them up at night, certainly not, for the letters are the only 
things that truly belong to me. I have developed a system by which I retrieve ny 
notebook in the mornings, flip through the pages with pounding heart until I find the 
hoped for missive, and then, after reading it through several times during the day; 
shut myself inside a bathroom stall and stow the day's Asylum letter in my right 


is nothing to do here but observe and to write down my observations whenever I am sure 
that there is not some violent inmate or nosy nurse behind me waiting to steal my 
notes. Paranoid? Damn right. 


Stocking before giving back my notebook in the evenings before bed. The truth is that 
I cannot bear to be without something from Emily's antique world at all times; I do 
not know who she is or to whom she writes, or if she is only writing to keep herself 


from going mad just as I am, but these letters exert an almost physical pull on me, 
demanding to be read and re-read, and, by sleeping with the day's note in my stocking 
and then tucking it back in my notebook the following morning when I tear through the 
pages in search of the next installment from the Asylum for Wayward Victorian Girls, I 
am never alone. 


One of my first observations upon arrival several days ago had been the following: The 

majority of these patients will never be going home. In many cases, they had been 

dumped here to be forgotten after becoming a burden to their families, an insane 

} asylum being a less complicated and far less expensive retirement home. In other 

1 cases, the wretches are simply too dangerous, too s^-.eless, or too sad, though 
whether they were such when they arrived here or h only become so since is 


something that I will never know. Of course, the: bservations are of the greatest 7 H 
concern to me personally...is it only a matter time before I forget how to use a 
spoon as well? Is it my relative sanity that ma my life here so painful, so 


desperate, so hopeless? Loosen my grip on that, and perhaps life both in the asylum 
and out becomes much easier... 


And why am I still here? liy seventy-two hours were up days ago. I've been told that I 
am to wait for something, though what that means exactly I do not know. Treatment, I 
suppose, Someone to come and "counsel" me, to teach me some life techniques I can use 


6Q arji تسس‎ pl larly 


to try and be happier. But still I walk around, vacantly, silently, counting the 
minutes, hop omeone will notice my good behavior and let me go. I even make a a 
۱ desperate at pt to appear cheerful, interacting with the other inmates as they 


accost me ? sase of my hair color or because of my simply being in the room (we are 
not allows be alone, remember?), and having the occasional conversation with 
those fev (no are awake enough to carry one out, the subject matter of these most 
often being the state of the food, who is in for what, or whether or not anyone has 
mints (a common form of currency within the asylum). Perhaps the staff is waiting for 
me to look non-suicidal. Perhaps they are waiting for me to gain weight. Perhaps they 
are actually waiting for me to start acting crazy, because surely I couldn't recover 
until I could admit that I vas nuts in the first place, vhich, incidentally, I do -- IM 
Just don't act it out in the manner that the staff expects me to. Or perhaps they just 
forgot about me. And, if I ask questions, one of the wardens will speak to me very 7 
slowly as though I vere not only a child but also a mentally disabled one, which, I 
suppose, is exactly what I am. 


It is fascinating to me that a suicide attempt, by default, legally lands you, by your 
will or against it, into the asylum, the psych ward, the loony bin, the nut house, 
call it what you will, it's all the same. Perhaps you are crazy, perhaps you are not, 
but I do not believe that, IN ITSELF ALONE, attempting suicide proves anything at all 
about your mental state, save that, upon weighing the merits of living and dying, you 
found that one outweighed the other. Is this crazy? I see nothing insane about it at 
all. Socially unacceptable, to be sure, but not mad. 


۰ 


The funny thing about mental hospitals is that they strip away any renaining reason 
you have to live, but deny you the means to do anything about it. If you're truly 
suicidal, you will make it your singular goal to get out of there. It you really want 
it, and if you're cleyer enough, there WILL come a day when you finally convince the 
staff that you are so dazzlingly well that they really ought to let you go, if only so 
. that they oan then congratulate themselves on a job well done -- another one oured, 


ES. 


And the letter, you ask? It wasn't the last. 


more. For the first few days, I walked about in a state of incredulous wonder, looking: 


e, if I was 


hearing, I would teach myself to play the tunes I heard in the streets -- mostly folk 
Songs from the lands of our ancestors: Ireland, of course, but also Scotland, and even 
some from India, for we were all immigrants here. Sometimes, my father would let me 
follow him to the tavern where, standing on a table, I would play to the drunken delight 
of the raucous men and their painted ladies. The more boisterous of the company would 
sing along to the joll, drinking songs, whilst the older men would weep silently as I 
played the slow and mournful ballads of the homelands they would never see again. I 
truly loved standing on that table, commanding the attention I would never receive at 
home amongst the noise and squalor; and so, much as I disliked my father, I played the 
doting daughter for the occasional privilege of performing. 


Asylum Letter No. II 


One night, as the snow piled up against'the frosted panes, a man in a tall grey hat and 
immaculate dress walked into the tavern as I was engaged in playing one of those 
haunting ballads of old. I quit my song as he selected a corner to stand in; the company 
stared at the intruder, all except for my father who was quite in his cups. The stranger 
requested, in a language more proper than any I had yet heard, that I continue, and so 
I did, afraid to disobey. The man stood silent and still until the end, but he did not 
applaud as the others did, and I felt I must have played very poorly to the refined ear 
of such a grand gentlemen. Having grown weary, I left my post; wrapping my violin in its 
bit of red cloth, I held it tightly to my chest as I went to sit upon my little stool 
behind the bar. The man with the tall grey hat walked towards me, and, suddenly, despite 
the fire and the heat of crowded bodies, I felt cold. 


: (The following is continued from a letter begun illegibly. =-= s 


۰2۰ (۷ 


1 -..and when I looked out, I saw that we were head 

set in stone, wickedly arched, and crowned with e ken AES e Hed 
MURS woe unnervad ne.copletely lay beyond the gates: a pair of wooden Geen 
-- massive, pointed peak towering over us even from afar. Cui x ME ana studded with 
heavy bolts, the doors were set in a great stone wall that appeared to b t ETE 
| whatever waited inside. 5o paralyzed was I by the sight before me E il a & 


notice we had already driven past the first of ; 8 
to the door beyond until I heard it crashing Dor UE cei ems eevee p access 
i onward and we were at the second gate. I turned to look bac} HS = short 4 E 
| had passed clanging shut behind us, one after the other, ow penny یی وج‎ p 
simply through years of habit, more accustomed were the A 4 ies of unseen hands 3 
quiver began in my toes and ascended through my frame, پیت‎ ng closed than open. 
bone until it reached the back of my neck and froze t:e ۳ ۷ ng the marrow in c 
for the protection of this great establishment? For the afe SHES gaten xen 
administers of magical medicine? Were they meant to keep ee E RE "me 
inhabitants in? With each turn of the wheels that brought Cae dies out, or to keep i e 
I tried vainly to drown out the answer to my question with me oser to the final gates 
conjure into my head. ‘hatever music I could 


"Who amongst this company is your father, my girl?" he asked, looking at me intently. 


"Him sitting with that lady in the corner, Sir." 


He nodded to me, then moved towards the table I had pointed to. Approaching my father, 
the stranger spoke to him in low tones; I could not make out his words. Por a moment, 
I thought that my father seemed to recognize the man, but I must have been wrong for 
they did not shake hands. À few nore words were exchanged, and my father nodded his 
head; the man turned and left the tavern with a flourish of his long grey 


coat. 


As we walked home that night, my father did not speak to me, but then he usually did 
not; I cannot say why it seemed strange at this time more than any other, and yet, it 
did. Later, as I lay in bed vith my sisters, I heard my father Speaking E my موی‎ 
on the other side of the paper-thin wall. iy stomach tightened; their os 
fighting was a common enough occurrence, but I had never hardened my nerves to it 
much as I had tried. Unable to shut out the noise, I listened as I always did. Tonight 


was different ~~ there were no raised voices; they spoke in hushed ji 
only divine bits of their conversation. tones, and I coulà 


۱ Às we approached, I began to lose my grasp on ۲ 
circles, driving through the same gate ice iu cn LE P nes I Vore ۳0۷0 in 
though there v: a certain number of rotations at met mcd lessly spinning, as \\ 
to this unkno orld was granted to us. I remembered the lo v RASSE before access 
Music xiaste: tudy ==- the one with four lettered Plates ere Soa ne cabanon HB NN 
definite am: «rt and then aligned in a perfect, s ord UCM Rs MARG E 

new device, they said, and completely secure, I had once mbil ema ote 
and I remembered the scolding I received afterwards. I ev. Bere di Dy Pheer china 
opening strains of Queen Victoria's current favorite (anà cited Seg de lar 
Xendelssohn's Violin Concerto in E minor (a Particularly po ne too), Felix 
melancholy nature of the piece), but was unable to make m or choice considering the 
on the other end of the leather strap attached to my shokis passage stick. A sharp tug 
into the world that existed outside of my head, ng collar pulled me back 


"He has promised a sum such as we could live on for a y 
"M father. 


ear or more," said my 


"Not if you drink it away this time, we couldn't. But be 
; . th . 
there are too many of us. Tell him...tell him we accept," d ee 


EE 


The next morning, the man with the tall z : 

grey hat knocked at oy m n 
my window, I had seen him trudging through the filthy snow, E Edi 
yet again with that peculiar chill’ I had felt as he had approache pedi. 


I was born to Irish parents in the part of London w 


we 


here only the Poorest of the paupers 


their homes. Having known no other wa 7 ۱ 

eno to cook and eat, and spent most of baj iuh I vas far from unhappy; I had Before. I hid in ny room, but, upon hearing the jingle of coins, I knew in b CM 
» rothers and sisters, Sometimes I believe I have re ng hours watching over my younger mother came to find me and told me to follow; she did not look into my e bile Lx 
E b not certain, for I was only an infant when she E Does of my older sister, but I | beloved instrument trom its nail and wrapped it in the red cloth; I iow n I ees B : 
ps. A drendful influence upon my memory. In any event, ny , me my too vivid imagination is _ have ever known anything, that I would not have the opportunity to come Back pe it. 
hd r fear of upsetting them, neither did I. Parents never spoke of her, ands i A 
: $ £0 _ "You have made a very wise decision," said the man to my parents, "She ii 11 
di: YT " ; ! for, and will receive the very finest s Will be we 
m REUS مق‎ I was glad to perform any neniaj tack I was assigned as Bs. young lady." یت‎ in musit, and in aii i ME 


anted more than all else to feel useful; my sense E 

A Areotly from this sense of usefulness, a5 I Mi oid CE Meade a child was dori E 
yearned that the original meaning of the name "BMILY" is, 1p و ور‎ S ER A 
hens what's in a name?). Late at night, I would entertain myself 4 ویس‎ a di 
E. n my grandfather's old and weather~beaten violin, which Was hun CP oking.out no E 

7 sadly warped and nearly hairless bow, on the peeling wall &: together with i a4 


: ۴ in the ro Is 1 
s» Wy father " to the drink om I shaved wizn 6 
"piste had succumbed » a common tragedy in these parts where 


As my mother left the room, my father gave a low and clumsy bow, som 
geen him do. The man in the tall grey hat took me away, and nobody 
five years old. 


ething I nad neve? 
Said goodbye. I WAS 


yyy 


pium and @1cohol were the only escapes from the OYerorow 


9 ding and imm à As; iving at the Unfortunate Girl's Musical O 
|^ EK ually stayed ning, which + ense poverty, and — pon arriving a e Girl's Musical Conservatoir " 1 
wei el cei ELAS Pt Gaetan Mia. gh ات‎ Satisfactory to us all. Being | roper dress and a new violin; though it did not have the 9 UA Was given my fir 
in *Produoe most melodies upon first — Was a very fine instrument indeed, and must have been quite ۳۳ A &randafather ۹ 
= ۶۰ The man 


۳ '] 


sas only an occasional presence there; 
EE Se pupils. ere; most of his time was 
E BT. ana potet d apie p. entertained bis guests (always 
ere we would play tor the strange oa en entities, hae 
lessons, when he would critique MEIN A pees ne eine made it eR a 
ns, whe SINUS fron visits during our 
our hair was dressed, which resulted in our being sastidiously concerned with our — 
close on one hundred girls of LES ۳ iotlored, 1 vas educated alongside 
myself, and I came to know a erui ES Me pu orpha Wem ee 
music. Though none of us girls we Our à prone many things, | oF acon ya 
within the Conservatoire, this aera rit fond of the dot pee 
, 5 consisting of strict a mature o 
"S, proper behavior at all 


times, not being alloy 
ved to leave t 
practice, we took our le و‎ Bio 
ssons and became wae? and ion 1 
Tut & hours of solitary 


educations and a mast h ^4 
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مر‎ bold, for, DUE Die ire Were very privile eunt. men on the world's 
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very, very hard, we would EN d us. We were Dido left time for little elses 
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brought up, and strictly + e we were modest] e in - 
^ i I Y ۱, 
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cup so ‘thin as to be nearl tr 5 r E then in id with steamin b 
y ansparen h i g e 
: $ È , iusing the liqu r. an r 
and watching the two disparate elements blend into the dusky brown that s thed the 
۲ oo e 
lonely soul and calmed the shattered nerves following a particularly trying lesson c 


Most of my fellow pupiis were pleasant 

afraid, always ying ick enough, penons n NO EN NEM 

BS iur a oe es e oD the younger and weaker girls, ara E ps 

immigrant families who badl و‎ better تک هو‎ Dax D RD o e xcci 

their girls. There was on y needed the money SPAM MM E Shange s 

union in all eee E thee in particular who quickly veo odes LA 

BER OE know exactly sais his was Sachiko. Sachiko was from the E 

that she could not pecia xad di ما‎ fron her Ter NE a a young ase 
A , s unknown 

took great pains io oneal ros us any details of our Miers priom to qur Pd 

BN: nar exotic exes om E Sachiko had been shunned by the crueler enim 

BER. then, all e TER E accent, and anything else RET E made 

۱ و‎ bore 1$ all with es sdb ordo Perd enough, the traits I found eters 

bay a trick of our own to pay them Sea e. iieri: be hice together we ere 

spirit in the اه‎ Marcy Anim ASA ere was no more mischievous 


Sachiko was always up for sneaking about at ni i 
the Drawi i night, thieving bit : ۷ 
the Daning Foon and dragging ne iong on secret txoursiont to tae attie where the 
4 3 often as we d k e 

e E ater painted miniatures of nee A ve eoe c 
Ges sompleted their ac pag sin these were former pupils of ihe weis 
hours pouring through these دا یی‎ on to grace the stages of the ne eee who 
exquisitely arranged hair, and sighing over the beautiful gowns rid, and we spent 
leading, all the while si BERLE the glamorous lives thes CE AREE 
ER ihi! Sachiko and I were e of the day when we could join the + must now be 
the Conservatoire. Sachiko w دی و‎ tne same sleeping quarters n" Much to our mutual 
voioes dry, she would Rohde is cellist, and late at night, nee A fifth year at 
to pilfer throughout the day e bits of cake and lumps of sug we had talked our 

ay, and we would play Mozart d gar that she had managed 
as we could until the sun came up. Our SIRES SAE ka 2 uets as quietly ged 
got us into trouble, alerting the Headmistress t 6iggling often 
quite awake when we ought not to be, and noni S gu Beng 
invariably tired in the mornings, I would SA gh we were " ۱ 
و‎ moment of it. Alone, we were timid and ne er have changed ` 
together, we blossomed. rvous girls, but, 


Every few weeks, one or two of the students woul 
disappear, and we were informed that they Tua " d 
deemed ready to make their debuts on the یرد اه‎ ok 
London, Paris, and beyond. We envied these m pel ds 
yet we were naturally fearful of the unknown 5 ssl 
We also dreaded the inevitable 
separation from our schoolmates. 


One bleak February night as 
the bare branches scratched 
at our chamber windows, k 
Sachiko coerced me up to the 
attic to sample the small 
pottle of sherry she had 
stolen trom her Music 
Master's study as he , 
was retreiving 8 

volume of Bach Sontas | ۲ 
from the Library: | ^ نیز‎ 
We were quivering | B". 
with all the 4 
excitement of that 
which is forbidden, 
and I admitted to having 
a bit of doubt about the 
sherry == I had never 

tasted it, you see. Still, I ۱ 
knew better than to attempt to 


Een We ceert from our beds and scurried on tiptoe down the hall, past 
En a * E Where a sliver of light from within indicated that she had not 
Gaver the Beer ip cine Hi neni. Staircase leading to the attic. Once settled 
aa » Sac o opened the sherry and br 
USE apa rues ierit ang Ny ries A Mt. Tapreased, T took the bottle she 
d و‎ a bout of coughing ensued, b i r 
7 to be the remedy. A few swills later and we were A A Ei sTyN CHE liquor 
BOE ears. d E Voca charms, and I dare say E ES es wan 
* We noticed a new volume and f 3 ouder about i 
which to i ound within it m : 
decided Eu Gt esis a our Sherry was quickly m^ eri i gr UM 
; really didn't taste S0 awfull pp ing, for we ha 
pages, we began to recognize some of the faces as 2 J after all. Turning over the 
well, and who had only recently left the Üonservat dr dabis pan, oo 
۱ üressed so richly and displaying thei oire. It was strange to see them 
& r bare shoulders 
and arms, but we supposed that 


all of the great ladies of London 
must d 
adventures they must be having at that uds in such a fashion, and we imagined the 


۰ n i 
struck silent: the very last portrait was oc conent, Reaching the final page, we were 
name was even printed ab Was of Sachiko. Th ; 
PEE. Lud diim above the picture, Though she wae Er rar no niafaking PME 
shi y A r posed on a settee she had never و‎ «as dressed in clothes she had 
ooking back upon that sobering ins Seen, the likeness was perfect. 


7 tant, Is 
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ication that Sachiko would be leaving the mE Rega cre mia Ii 
ursue the dream we all 


shared, but, in that moment, th 
| > ere was n i 
neither of us know : : 9 excitement, | c 
owing what to say, nor even what iU M P 
; coıid not be happy for 


j her, and I did not know why; i 
۲ Why; it seemed 
| uietly closed th MEUS She could 
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Jur way back to our room 


without a word between us. S : Stairs and f 
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it came =. 
1 nd go the £ 
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ay of my life, و‎ y in 
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Jing hard to convince hen’ She fell into my arms and 
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— attention towards my studies, and, to the delight of my Music Master, worked 


- me, but I resented her sleeping in Sachiko's bed and putting her things in Sachiko's 


that, soon, we would be the darlings of Europe, performing our Mozart duets for 


~ royalty. As she packed her little trunk the following dawn, I made Sachiko promise to 
3) — write to me at the very first opportunity to tell me that she was all right. Of a 


course, I also wanted desperately to know vhat lay ahead for y 3 

My efforts to lift her spirits had succeeded mufftotenily jur Darm یو ود‎ E 
bit of excitement at her impending journey, and her enthusiasm made my heart lighter 
- as well. By the time the coach arrived, we had managed to convince each other that 
this was, in fact, a wonderful day, and that it was to mark the first real change in 
our lives == from the isolated and monotonous to the glamorous and thrilling Taek 
Rud her shortly, of course...it was just a matter of time. The footman aê for her 
runk, and my dearest friend was called out 1 i 
BE cat he was gone. ; Side and away from me. We kissed each other 


The empty bed in my room was quickly filled by another girl; I knew it was wrong of 


cabinet, and so I made no attempt to befriend her. Instead, I directed a11 of my 


more diligently than ever, practicing tedious arpeggios, etudes, and p 9 
countless concertos until my fingers were raw. Weeks dragged by, then "udi j 
months, and I still had not heard from Sachiko. At last, one i 3 
morning, a letter came for me. I knew that the Headmistress E 
read all of our letters before they were given to us (not -— 

that there was much to read, but occasionally a p 

girl's fanily would contact her to see that she B 

was all right -- my own family had never po Ns 
done this in the twelve years I had -— N 

been at the : PE scd J Ne 
Conservatoire); 
so I had taken 

up the habit of! 

loitering near 

the front door 

at the post's 

usual hour, 

and, thus, I 

was there to 

snatch my 

letter 

directly from 

the postman's 

hands; 

scampering off 

before he had 

time to protest. 

There was no ۴ 

return address on the envelope, but I knew who: 1 

open the envelope and unfolded the letter. Wy ser SiS 

smear were only two words: RUN AWAY. pped. 


RUE in my room, I tore 
crawled in a reddish 


‘ 


At that very moment, the Headmistress, whom I 
the letter from my trembling hands; I was akon Cee m 
"hall towards the Headmaster's study. The Headmaster himself was 3 and pulled down the f 
tall grey hat set atop a table in the corner. I assumed I had eae there, his — P] 
` to be punished for opening my own letter, but neither the S e dragged before bim | 
| were ever mentioned. Instead, I was informed that I would be tak nor my naughtiness ET 
to a house in the city where I would stay as I prepared for my à M that very arcane 
been happy? Perhaps. But I wasn't; Sachiko's ominous note ail th ut. Ought I to have — 
sea of panic, and I was drowning fast. The only thing of which Town my mind into ME 
something was dreadfully wrong. I was dismissed, and returned x y at 
‘runk already packed, my. two violins in their cases beside it o 
he drive, and I was seen off by the Headmistress who ina zUSTUR each pulled up t9. 
nd do all that my generous host asked of me, placing especial me to behave M 
1." My schoolmates stood in the doorway and waved their ha qu ARS on tne «One 
arted up and drove me away. Although Saohiko had been my e S as the moze 
e a good many friends during my time in the Unfortunate ere ™panion 1 
Conservatoire. Some of the girls even shed tears, and, for QN 5 Musical » 3 
y o 


han ever. ved 


Y room, snatched 


co 
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m 5 
e coach, I was met by a man with the wrinkled face of a prune and almost as "Her parting words frightened me more than a little, and ior a long time I sat on the 
harm. He was in butler's dress, and I hoped that his dour exterior was no edge of the bed, not knowing what else to do, and too afraid to inspect my 

tion of the sort of household I would be visiting. He passed his drooping eyes ۱ — surroundings. At last, ny native curiosity revived itself and I rose to walk about 
ne, but spoke not a word. Desperate ior clues to my future, I summoned the ay V the room, leafing through books, picking up trinkets then setting them down again, 
age to ask him where we were headed. trying to find some object that would hint at what sort of place I had come to. iiy 
eyes swept across the paintings hung high upon the walls. The painting on the wall 
directly facing the bed featured a demonic looking satyr in the act of tearing the 
clothing from a naked young girl. Suddenly, I cried out in surprise. The satyr's eyes 
had been replaced by holes in the canvas, and through one of these holes stared a 
glittering blue eye. Upon my involuntary outburst, the eye disappeared, but it was 
all too much; I curled up behind the bed curtains and shook from head to toe until I 


lost consciousness from sheer exhaustion. 


"You are being brought to London...to Bainbrid 
yos Be, the hous £ 7 " 
&nswered the old man, his vacant face turned to the و‎ 9۶ yown nem ea 


I felt a pang of anxiety, but steadied myself. 


"Master? I don't understand you, Sir. Why should I have a master?" 
The old man would not look at me, and turned hi 

papers he held in his lap. He did not ansy 2 و‎ 
50 easily. 


n to peruse a bundle of 


er me either, but I E 

; was never one to E p I could not say how many hours had passed, but when the housemaid came to rouse me, it 
"Begging your pardon, Sir, f T B... 

" ; for can See your papers ab 
sorb you at the 

zo pie e et NA et you with my question once more, وب‎ temas ial from the 
gin my career as a Performing musician I 42 5 
thus should have no master. Is this not correct?" ۱ I و ان تام‎ 


"Miss," she said softly, "I'm very sorry to wake you, but I am to tell you that the 
Master will see you tonight. I will help you to prepare yourself." 


The maid opened the wardrobe, revealing several gowns in rich colors and fine 

fabrics. She selected a cream silk with lace and ribbons adorning the short, puffed 
Sleeves; after handing me a pair of freshly pressed undergarments and tightening my 
corset, she helped me into the dress. It was a beautiful gown, but I felt constricted 
despite the shoulder baring style which I had never worn before. It occurred to me 
that I had not been measured for any new dresses, but, as this one fit me precisely, I 
supposed that one of my own had been sent to be copied in advance. iy assistant worked 
quietly, often pausing as though she were listening for something. I could stand the 


Silence no longer. ۷ 


i 
{ Again, my escort made no reply, and w 
three hours later, and the willow 


PHEM Givens no more word. until we reached London 
rive that was Lj irtcoduetion to Bainbridge. 
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The house was a sprawling structure s 
et atop a cl £ 
vould later learn ; cliff directly Lon? whatei 
AE us 2 E the river Thames, Ornate, even ml above the bank of e 
wea corated lavishly in the 3 E i M vulgar display 2 
at the term "Baroque 
these marble columns, curling ornamen gular shape, and how it had come to describe 
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"What is your name?" 


' apprehension was I led by my travelin was beyond me. With some 
3 co | : 

۱ awa NE by the appearance of » Seite AE ie front of the house. I was Mine, ies,” > w ey 
| the doors. The maid took up my trunk wi 7 rn-haired housemaid who met us at i j ] ( 
] : ‘ithout a w " ^ i 

r, violin cae word; o e € : | 
| dor (wingly A prius hand. The butler had pee ee وا‎ ae E: "Mine is Emily. With a "ول"‎ you نیت‎ i ۱ ۱ 
| surp 10 a farewell. The housemaid looked » P e Bis logre dig SN ۱ 

e ack, 


n xc x n 
"Come OD, then, iss,” she said. abe 
S pit older than I, and spoke in an accent more cultivat 

ed than I thought‏ ا و ا و 
ceilings and several doors on either s D a long corridor with high, painted‏ 
t she had what looked like‏ 
n was peeling. She opened a‏ 


Y, the centerpiece of which 


"Have you been in this household long?" 


"Some years, liiss." 


several large paintin 
qe : Sort; 
cies و‎ ۱ States of undress, ang ti each depicted men, women, and even 
pever 5 , could not possibly have ine sundry acts as I had not only  . 
ut straining m; the 
y mind to 
» 85 indicated by her downcast 


"And where did you live before you came to this house? 


Anne did not ۰ 


n "n 
وراه‎ to tell you to please stay in Jour room Anne? 


yikes but you're not to come out," » Miss, 


You may unpack your things if you "I lived where you lived, Miss." 


: lols " "Really? In the Conservatoire, jou mean?" 

T back. I could not bear tO 1 4 

85» it had no warmth, and 
9'8 letter began to rise 


She Miei tei y and turned to leaye, but 
Bé alon a strange place, for 
forebodi RAD 
pat same ng that I had fel 
ius oe elt upon read 


1 Called he 
nt as it w 


ing Sachi; our time PUN 


"Yes, in the Conservatoire. I had been a pupil there as a child, before " 
| quite sure." 


your instrument there?" 


ge, couldn't , : E. 
npleaser 704 stay for just a little While?" — "How queer! And what was 


dI D 
in afrai Can't, "Violin, Miss -- the Master has an especial preference for violinists 9 
a ae 


"I 
` I don't play anymore." 


m" there Was that Word, 


v ter? But 
7 "Thé yas how would he know?" 


nows everything, n 


Miss, or ۳ 
: the Waster will be upset," ou see == but 


Eyez not? Oh, Anne! You must play one of mine! I wouldn't mina a bit, gn paoti 
3 ۰ ا(1‎ 


- insist upon it." 1 
I had turned my body, wresting the laces of 


the sti 


E ore ne gathered them again and pulled them t 


"ge # 
| from Anne's fingers. 5 


Ifly boned bad 
ight, Giving st mae 
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a maid now, Miss. I aspire to nothing more." 


"But how did you come to be such? Did you not leave the Conservatoire for the stage, 


as I have?" 


"I suppose that, in a way, I did. But I failed." She paused. "You will not fail as I 
failed =¬ I've heard about you. The Master's been asking for you for quite a long time 
now, and, had there not been others asking as well, I dare say you would have come 
sooner." 


"Others? Anne, I really don't see..." 


My throat had gone dry as if in protest of the questions I wished to ask. I needed 
water. 


"Anne," I lowered my tone, "Anne, I must ask you a question, though I hardly know how, 
it is so strange. After you left me this afternoon, I was looking about and I saw 
something in that painting there...that awful one with the Satyr..." 


Anne dropped the pins she had been using to fasten tiny whi 1 ۰ i 
which she had dressed very prettily indeed in long, nee 
allowed to wear my hair loose before -- none of the girls were; the Headmistress had 
told us that it was a distraction, though from what and to whom she never cui I 
knelt down to help Anne, and, as we both gathered up the .cattered pins, I peer Her 
if anything was wrong. 2a " 


"iss Emily," Anne interrupted, rising suddenly, "we are t . 
the liusic Room at once." 1 i erribly late and must go to 
Her demeanor had altered completely; she spoke curtly and sounded nervous as she bade 
me fetch my violin. I chose my old and weather-beaten fient L wes tee an uae 
felt it would bring me strength. We walked briskly down the long un ridge and into 
wood-paneled room hung heavily with velvet curtains in the deepest scarlet I had Me 


seen. It was there that Anne left me. 


Lid 


The Music Ro as fairly large, with several intricatel 
lusters 8i: i a marvelously crafted harpsichor i ^w 

painted inside with ladies in a pastoral berg n. Fugen aq ag EE raiped san 

in the fashion these days, but many still prefer the percussive el ۷ dp dris nol 

instrument. Entirely absorbed in the inspection of the lid I was US of the older 

footsteps close behind me. I spun around to find myself fectns a ie i de by 

man vith only one eye. A grey velvet patch covered the Spot where CE E ag 


; his right was a piercin ic; M 
to have been; & &» icy blue. My thou z 
afternoon سح‎ back to the painting with the Satyr... Shite turnet vaok to that 


y carved chairs placed in 


ngreetings» my pet, and welcome to Bainbridge," said the man, w 
"I am the Count de Rothsberg. I have been to the Conservatoire » 


times." 


ith a ceremonious bow. 
to watch you play many 


His speech was coloured with something foreign...German -- I 
jt odd that he used the word "watch" instead of "hear," put « 
native REE 


Was Sure of it. I thought 
hen English was not his 


am pleased to see you grace my ilusic Room at last. Though you do 1 


" z 
daresay the journey has not affected your health, and besides, I VO eer و یی‎ I 
Je... yOu Were not meant to be an "English Rose," as they call it here But, yon 
7 » you are 


uen nervous, are you?" 
n 
t answer. The Count had raised his hand to my face, h 
jd n9 5 J ; his long white f 
ng BY chin and turning my head slowly from side to side ag though tin ie A 
o 


jneP ان‎ 
"I trust your fingers are nimble as ever?" 
Reps ند‎ 
is gkill with the bow..." he said, "quite...what's the word...intoxicating, 


Se rene ei 39- 


£x 
His words were not unkind, and yet this was not the sort of speech I had been 
expecting, and it made my skin crawl; I did not like to be touched, and retreated a 
Step. The Count smiled, exposing sharp, irregular teeth. 


"You see, my pet, ma pet.te fille, mein kleines iüdchen, it has been my fondest wish 
that you should make Bainbridge your home, as well as mine. I have arranged that you 
shall have everything a young lady could desire, and all I ask in return is that you 
live here and play exclusively for me, and the occasional guest, of course." 


"Live here?" I faltered, speaking for the first time. "I'm afraid I do not understand 
you, Sir." With growing courage, I went on. "I do thank you for your generous offer, 
Sir, but I do not intend to establish a permanent residence for a while yet, as I 
believe my professional obligations will restrict me to travel for quite some time." 


The Count began to laugh, very quietly at first. 


Confused, I continued, "I've been chosen...I have been trained, Sir, for..." 
I could no longer think of what exactly I had been trained for. 


"Àll those years of education and they really do teach you nothing...it's almost 
cruel, isn't it? Well, no matter, my pet. You shall soon experience the culmination of 
your studies. Come now, be ۵ good girl and play us a bit of Bach...one of the slower 
Sonatas, perhaps? I'm sure you've done it before." 


He said this last with a tone of sarcasm I did not understand the root of. Seating 
himself in the corner, the Count waited silently for me to begin. I knew instinctively 
that this was a man to be obeyed, and so, despite every desire to do otherwise, I 
lifted the violin to ny chin and began to play. Several bars had passed and my wooden 
companion did indeed seem to stay my nerves, as I knew it would, as it always had. I 
escaped inside of the instrument, then inside of the notes I had grown up with; it was 
a warm place -- a sanctuary that I created and controlled. 


À soft sigh from the Count's corner brought ne back. Still playing, I glanced towards 
him; his one eye was closed and his body swayed slightly in his chair, causing the 
wooden legs to creak. Though he was partially obscured by the chairs around him, I 
could clearly see that his breeches had come undone... I suddenly felt that I might 
become ill, and my bow slipped from the strings. Opening his eye, the Count shouted at 
me to continue, his feigned courtesy having dissolved completely. So startled was I 
that my cherished instrument slipped from my hands and tell to the floor with a 
clatter, snapping off one of the delicate corners near the mid-section and cracking 
the body; the wounds may as well have been my own. The Count shouted again. 


"Pick up your instrument and play, you stupid bitch!" 


Stunned beyond all comprehension, I stood for a moment, staring at the Count in 

disbelief. Then, I turned and ran fron the room, scalding tears of indignation 

disgust, and, from a new, shadowy place that had been born within me that night 
, 


Shame, streaming down my cheeks. 


I ran back the way I had come, but was 5óon lost in the maze of corridors Th 
gas-lamps had not yet been lit, and so it was without w E 


۱ arning that I ran a nto 
Anne as she hurried to light them, nearly sending us both toppling to ne oe i 


` Raising her candle, Anne put a finger to her lips. She opened a narrow 
corridor wall and pulled me in after her, quickly shutting it behind u 
| dimly illuminated a closet just barely large enough for two diminutive girl I tried 
to speak, but Anne olapped her hand over my mouth. She put her ear to the q a nd I 
“held my breath. Hearing nothing but the pounding of our own hearts, Anne at 


4 3 hands in hers. This S 
candle on a small shelf and took my one, miniscule 4 
T was too much for me; I flung myself into her arms, act of kindness 


door in the 
S. The flame 


: "Oh, Miss," she had become gentle Anne again. "Please don't ery...if 
I'll ory, and then what? We'll have drowned ourselves here in th 
now...try and breathe. You must listen to me, Emily," 


You cry, then 
e 9loset.,.on, shu 


She held my soiled face between her hands and steadied me w 


ith her 
&reem ۳ 
۸ ny GM eyes sû? 


- mprusting the flames into my face, the Count reache iS 


ur ff place, somewhere calm and quiet, and you're sitting in a little 

à carries you away from everything that isn't perfect. Or, rather, that 

you will learn to find your own." 1 
my face with my hands. 


never again be as bad as the first night. I promise you this, Emily." 
can you know that?" 


deve me, Em...I know." 


lave to go back, Anne...when they hear what's happened, where I've been taken, what 
5۴8۲۶ mistake has been made...and you'll come too! I must write a letter! Yes, I'll 
write a letter, and someone will cone...someone will come, they must!" 


diy frantic movements had caused the candle to go out, leaving us in complete darkness. 
“Anne, Amne...oh, how do I leave this place?" 

— "You don't." 

"what?" 

Nothing was making any sense to me. 


"No," said Anne quietly, "you don't 1 sik i 7 

: p. E o پا‎ eave. and neither do I. Now, keep quiet or we're 
At that moment, the door flew open and there stood t 
sharp angles of his chiseled face lit from below 
him a demonic cast. 


he Count in his &hirtsleeves, the 
by the candelabrum he carried, giving 


"Rats in the ard again?" he sneered. 
o 

He extended ^ candelabrum into the closet until it act y 3 : 

hair, hissing like a cat as it did so. Wedy sindég & look of Anne's 


does one bring & rat out of her hole? Why, one 
® 
e 


J "Rats; rats, clever little rats... How 
^ must burn her out!" 


> S ot 
à grabbed hold of my arm, dragging me out vith a E bun Maid spe hes e 
e candelabrum on a side table just outside the dog ¢ vo fight. Hepo 


tn : ۲ 
o his shirtiront, finally producing a golden key on a (esp deas fast while digging 


shall keep this rat in nef rap tonight," he saia : > 
eis 4t with Anne inside. 1 ۰ before slamming the door shut 


or and back to mj 


- On the word to see how it fit. 


Apne fell back on t 


where I had fallen, only to send me back just as quickly with a sharp blow to my face. 
And this was but a prelude to what was to come. 


When I opened my eyes the tollowing morning, my body was bruised and broken, and I was 
lying in a mass of blood and torn fabric. I couldn't move; everything hurt, and 
breathing was no exception. 


There was a faint knock at the door and Anne crept in, her own face blackened with 
bruises. She had wrapped a kerchief around her neck, but still I could see more of the 
Same angry burn marks I had noticed as I first followed Anne to my room on the 
previous afternoon. She kept her head down as she carried in a pile of rags and a 
bucket of steaming, soapy water. She saw me lying on the floor, but said nothing. 
Working quickly, Anne helped me to my feet, then wrapped me in a clean white dressing 
gown and put me to bed. I could think of nothing to say; I lay still and watched her 
through swollen eyes as she made a valiant attempt to clean up the blood, scrubbing 
the stained wood with all the strength her slender arms could muster, but the floor 
Was beyond repair. Stopping her work, anne put down the rag and buried her face in her 


hands. 

"Anne," I choked forth, reaching towards her. 

Anne hesitated, then rose to sit beside me on the bed. 
"What is happening?" I asked her. 

She turned to me, meeting my eyes at last. 


"What is happening is exactly what is supposed to happen. This is what happens to all 
Of us when we leave the Conservatoire. There is no one to come for you, Emily, because 
it was they who sent you here. Everything you've grown up to believe...it was all a 
lie...a trick...there are no concerts, no stages, no freedom...it isn't real...it 
never was." 


"No...that can't be true..." I whispered. 
Anne took firm hold of my shoulders. 


"Can't you see it? We've been sold, Em. That's what the Conservatoire is for. We've 
been bought from our families who were either too poor or too foolish to refuse, and 
then trained to please, in a great many ways, a particular...sort." 


"What sort..." I began, but the words wouldn't come. 


"Nen with the means, and the perverse desire, to own a very unique 5 E 
Exo. with which to entertain themselves and their tertendat. M ۳۳9۳ où gizona 

' 
I thought of the rigorous training, the physical inspections, things that had seemed 
80 ordinary at the time... I thought of the many strange men who would often visit the 
5ohool, standing quietly at the back of the salon when we would give our recitals... I 
thought of the day I had asked why I didn't have a surname, and of how I was told that 
it was because it didn't matter. From that day forward, the girls and I hag taken to 
Calling each other by Some identifying element of our Christian names, simple as it 
mm be, as a means of establishing at least the illusion of individuality and history 
Within a system that constantly reminded us that we had neither; I Was "Emily with ۵ 
'!y'." And then, I thought of Sachiko. Now I understood what she had been fest to 
Hell me. She could be dead by now, just as I could soon be. All of the Beare tures 
I had forced into my mind over the years ~~ dreams I had depended on to get y P Ee 
day to the next -- all had faded overnight, leaving only despair in their incl 


۱3۵ I've been bought, then that would make ne...a whore..." I said to myself, tryiD& 
- LI 


he bed beside me and turned her face to mine, 


T least you were expensive," she replied, and, contrary as 


it may Seem, 
“help laughing. 


we could? 


ound each other, and 


E ۳ ۸ 
) wrapped our bruised arms ar Anne told me all ay, knew of tHe 


d 
orld we now digi a & world it seemed I didn't know at all, and was utterly 
inprepared for. Livitg in close proximity to the girls who had come to Bainbridge 


liked to talk fygely on the subject of their vices especially when pretty maids were 
about, Anne ha earned that the Conservatoire was not the only institution of its 
kind, and far from it. There were several such establishments, often called 
"stables," throughout the country and beyond, catering to the varied tastes and 
preferences of the men who funded them. Musicians, dancers, painters, poets, girls 
who could speak Latin, girls who couldn't speak at all, girls with bound feet, girls 
with red hair, girls of sixteen, girls of six, with missing limbs, with extra limbs 
(there had reportedly been a girl born with four legs who was sold to a French doctor 
for agvery good price), and sometimes there were even boys, boys who looked like 
girls, girls who looWed like boys...any talent, any oddity a child could be naturally 
or artificially endowed with (for it was not uncommon for a child to be maimed in 
order to suit tH fashion for limbless torsos; the child would then be sold as an 
"authentic," the new owner never being the wiser as the child's clever warden had 
taken care to have the poor thing's tongue surgically removed as well), and there was 


a man, or many men, with a fetish for just such a thing, and the means not only to buy 
it, but also to keep it quiet. 


It had been years since Anne was brought to Bainbridge just as I had been, but she had 
disappointed both her new master and her old tutors by her excessive nervousness when 
asked to perform; her fingers would turn to ice, and ever 
would flee her memory. Her inability to delight the C 
worthless to him, despite her physical attributes, 
punctuated by a light frost of freckles, eyes a cha: able green, pale and graceful 
limbs, and a great expanse of auburn hair quite the _ame color as mine, though I did 
not suppose myself nearly so pretty. Our close resemblance had not eluded us, and we 
supposed that we must be of & particularly unfortunate "breed" that the Count was most 
fond of, although inne had seen numerous young girls of varying looks and talents come 
and go during her years of service at Bainbridge. Sachiko had not been one of them. 


note she had ever learned 
and his clique rendered her 
ne possessed an angelic face 


| 
$ 
| 
| 


Naturally, the Count had demanded back his payment for Anne, bui.had kept-her anyway; 
he considered it too great a danger to let her out into the wor knowing all that she 
had learned, 2 ie Conservatoire was of quite e same mind. 


“It seems the Count had 
required a n° ilor maid, those he had previously employed never Staying on very 
long, and ۲ 


5 * was thrust into the role of enslaved domestic servant. She had 
watched cl: tor any opportunity to escape, but the Count, in his maniacal quest 
for unmitigated control over his hellish domain, had fitted every door and E 

e 


window on inis estate with double-sided locks that would open only by the turn of 
Master Key, and this he always wore about his neck, even while he slept. 

: 1 When she had first arrived at Bainbridge, a 
paix of identical twin girls occupied one of the innumerable chambers. Painfully shy, 
they rarely spoke, and so their origins were a mystery, their nightly screaming being 
the only way Anne knew they had tongues at all. When Anne had been sold to the Count; 
4t was expected that she would take on her share of the torture, but, when she failed 
to amuses she became less of a target for the Count's passions and his furies, though 
she still Suffered under his hand quite often just the same, Thus fueled by 
disappointment in his faulty purchase, the Count fell upon the twins doubly hard, and 


go it was DO Surprise when Anne, having come upstairs to the Dining Room early one 
morning to Clear the shattered plates and glasses from the preceding night's revelry, 


£ 


Once, Anne had seen her chance at freedom: 


ound one 9i the sisters dead. What exactly had happened Anne was never entirely 
certain, but lt had something to do with the girl having been Stuck through her flesh 
with meat hooks and then strung up on ropes hung from the high, gilded ceiling in what 
4 supposed to be a sort of puppet theater for one of the Count's debauches. Anne had 
gard this much from one of the serving malds who had been present at the time, but no 
ne could quite explain how the poor child came to be hanging from her feet at a 
distance? nearly six meters in the air, bruises all over her naked body, long gashes 
کم و ویر‎ fron her childish hips to her chest, as though a pack of madmen had sought to 
jash the unripe womanhood right out of her. 4 


| | "m firsts Anne had not Seen the girl's body. She was busy clearing the wreckage when - 
| ^ peard 4 Sound like dripping water == slow, yet persistent. She moved about the. 
: and it was و‎ dripping from the tips of her long black hair where the 
wi 


ike ی‎ cha of the Source, but could find nothing. Then, a drop of liquid fell onte 
ex 9 eek« “Ne touched her face, then looked at her fingertips. Red. Anne looked up to 

n 26x 

et? jer had collect y mess until s 

Í renat” cted; Anne had not noticed the gory mess un she was standing ! 
| ^ Pf > EN 
. ۳1 : 
1: 1 J 


pha e dead girl hanging directly above her. Blood had pooled below the pitiab 
5 


dg 


Ww LL. ermine ae 


before me, as well as being in the presence of the Count and his guests, all of whom _ 


B 


the midst of it. Later that day, when the body was put into its beggar'!s box, Anne 
Observed a large bald patch on the dead girl's skull where the hair had been cropped 
close. The lid closed at last, Anne watched from the peephole in the front door as the 
coffin was loaded into the undertaker's cart like nothing more than another day's 
trash. Feeling faint, nne leaned against the door and felt it give way; it was then 
that she realized that the thing that never happened had finally happened: the Count 
had left the door to Bainbridge unlocked. If she were to move quickly, she could 
easily reach the cart before it was beyond the gates. But she never left the house. 


I asked Anne why she didn't take her chance when she could, and she explained that she 
felt responsible for the girl's death (a sentiment I did not agree with), and, thus, 
owed her own life to the surviving sister who had not only fallen into a state of 
Shock at the loss of her twin, but was also in even greater danger now that she was 
the only one left. As it turned out, inne had little chance to console the girl; seven 
days passed, during which time the girl lay in her bed, refusing to eat, drink, or 
even to move, and, on the eighth, when inne climbed the stairs once again to bring the 
Birl the morning tea that would likely go untouched, she found the bed empty. Steeling 
herself for news of the inevitable, Anne went downstairs to the kitchen only to find 
the Count himself slumped over in a chair; a visiting doctor changed a soiled bandage 
on his face, which looked as though a piece had been cut out of it. The butler, the 
Same who had been my escort to Bainbridge, was able to verify that one of the good 
carving knives had gone missing, but no one had seen anything, and, strangely, the 
Count made no explanation to any of the staff. Instead, he disappeared for a few days, 
and, when he returned, he was wearing the eye patch that he was, from that day forth, 
never seen without. For weeks after, there was gossip amongst the servants suggesting | 
that it was the remaining sister who had wounded the Count, but Anne could not believe 

the girl capable of such an act; after all, she was a frail thing who barely spoke, 
hadn't moved or shown any sign of life in days, and was a quarter the Count's size; 
how could she possibly have managed it? It was too ridiculous. All Suspicion aside, 
the girl was not seen again, and Anne, like the rest of the servants, believed her 
dead. 


In the years since, Anne had seen girls come and go but had never a 
escape, still carrying with her that awful guilt of mistaken responsibility, and 
With it, the belief that she would only be redeemed by watching over her fellow , 
prisoners, and aiding them in any small way she could. Anne knew that she would never 
survive in the world alone with no connections and no skill with which to make her 
way, and at least she was useful at Bainbridge. 


gain sought her 


Exhausted from talking, we had both fallen into a light slumber when 
by footsteps in the corridor outside; she shook me, and I saw t K 
vith fear. The knob slowly turned and the door swung open cave ee ee were wide 
leapt from the bed; she curtseyed quickly before scurrying over to the Aiki: Anne 
where she began polishing the ornaments with the corner of her apron. Th n NI 
the porcelain dolls, all lace and rosy oheeks...I was clearly not the i baby angels; 
have occupied what I now knew was & chamber of torture. rst girl to 


Anne was roused 


The Count did not speak, but walked towards the bed, an insidious snee 
pointed teeth I had become intimately acquainted with the night befor 
riding costume and smelled of the outdoors. Over his left eye w 
cream brocade and embroidered with tiny rosebuds; I had never s 
device on a man, nor on a woman for that matter. The Count 

edge of the bed; gingerly removing one of his Gloves, he slid hib 102 25000 on TR 
between my lips, then down my neok to my ohest. I oringed and turned pi. hec 
Without a word and settled himself into an armchair facing the bed. Sway. He 8 


T framing the 
€. He wore his 
85 a new patch made of 
een such a strange 


"Emily, my pet, I have come to congratulate you on a Job well done, 
Performance had a rough beginning, it's true, but it ended very w 
“quite pleased with you, though I do advise you to learn to better 
nerves." 


Your debut 
ell indeed, I am 
control your — 


this, the Count directed his gaze towards Anne, who stood w 


nued, 


: ith 
dy cherub she had been polishing fell to the ground, the glass eal back to 
‘eyes ti nt to trap the tears that rose inside. My Master conti atter 
Dae z Mes 


1 ing. 
ul t- 


small party of friends this 
| b honoured to know." 


evening =~ all Gentlemen o 


cared if the Count's guests were the King o 


pc have lured them to Bainbridge with news of my new prodigy's arrival, and they ar 
most desirous eeing you play. I shall expect you delectably attired and prepared 


I wished for death...I truly wished I could simply stop breathing and close my eyes 


eet holê Surrounded by thick white scars that seemed to be alive, resembling 
‘gar maggots, m d his ghastly visage, his vanity 
E 4pire he Count recoiled and covere 6 g y Bes nity 


E €— à ND 


_ Through the corridors we ran, flying down the grand staircase and finally reaching 
the foyer. Halfway down the steps that Anne and I had descended not a moment before, 

) the Count paused to seize a heavy ironwork candlestick from a decorative table on the 
landing and launched it towards us, thick, dripping candles still alight. I was hit, a 
۱ sharp edge slicing my shoulder open. Boiling wax went everywhere as the candlestick 
made impact, and some spattered onto my right cheek, burning me badly. Stunned, I 1 
stood still for a moment, my hand to my face, but when Anne shouted my name and tossed 
me an elaborately carved stone phallus, I was ready not only to catch it in one hand, 
but. also to spin around and send it flying towards the Count. Success! I had hit hin, 
-and he tumbled down the stairs, lying motionless at the bottom, his forehead bleeding 
profusely. ily wits recovered, I finally reached the door, but Anne had tripped over 
one of the Count's hunting hounds, a batking pack of which had come to join the fun. 


k no honour in negent them. 


^ 


to amuse us aft we dine." 


forever. I knew I could not go through it all again, and now there would be more of 
them. To the astonishment of both the Count and myself, it was Anne who burst out in 
protest. 


"Please, Sir," she begged, "could she not have a few days more to recover? She's not 
Well, Sir...you'll kf$11 her..." 


۱ "It's locked!" I shouted back at inne, now certain of our imminent failure. Still on 
The Count sottili aughed and rose trom his chair. Fearing that she had just gotten us the ground, Anne struggled to her knees and crawled over to where the Count's body 
both into a great deal of trouble, Anne knelt down upon the floor and began stammering | | lay. She tore open his shirt, located the Master Key, and attempted to break the chain 
apologies, and I was glad of it -- I did not think I could bear to see the Count ۳ that secured it around his neck. The Count's eye fluttered open, and he groaned 
strike her. $ | ۱ Weakly. One last tug on the chain and the job was done. Anne slid the key across the 

- marble floor towards me; stopping it with my foot, I snatched it up, turned it in the 
| lock, then ran back to Anne. I took hold of her arm and pulled her, through the door 
behind me just as the Count staggered to his feet. 


"Your concern for your new playmate is most touching, Anne. Now, raise yourself and 
n 
come to me. 


He spoke with & terrible calm far worse than Shouting, and Anne obeyed with all the 
submission of one who had been trained to do just that. ..owly, deliberately, the 
Count untied his cravat, unfastened his collar, and . .: his right hand inside the 
leather glove had had earlier removed. Without moving nis gaze from Anne, he reached 
out to the nightstand on his left, taking hold of the single candle that still burned 
there. I tried to raise myself; my eyes darted from the Count to Anne and then back 
again. From inside his shirt, the Count produced the long chain on which was strung 
the Master Key, the same he had used to lock Anne inside the closet the night before. 
He held the key to the flame, turning it over several times. As he did so, Anne 
mechanically tilted her head to one side, exposing her fragile neck already marked by 
scars and unhealed gashes. I, too, had become oddly transfixed the Count's steady 
movements, by the dancing of the flame, and by the way the - I gleamed ever 


brighter as it w4. sed. Finally, the Count lifte he key to Anné's neck and pressed it 

into her flesh, jich hissed and popped beneath thé metal, and it was in that very 

moment that I alized with complete clarity what Anne had been living vith each and 

every day -- conditioned was she to her treatment that she came to it willingly; z The main entrance to Bainbridge faced the river, and, as the grounds were surrounded 
saw myself ir ser place, and I knew that I would rether die than live such a life Bee gates on the three remaining sides, our only hope of escape wes Ci NEN 


leading from the bank below to the crowded city 
Thames. Anne pointed to an obscured path leading down from the 8 

below; from there we could climb the five meters to the dock, IS leis D 
bridge. While the bridge was more easily accessible from the village on ieee 2 ide 
of the house, that option was not available to us. e SR 


Surely I couid not be thought mad for choosing death, could I? Anne made no-soun ; but 
I saw her entire body shudder and her eyes shut tightly. I heard myself scream as I 
pounded out of bed and over to Anne, but, before I could reach her, the Count was 
punishing her with a second burn. He never spoke when he tormented -- he didn't need 
to -7 it was his very silence that terrified, and I am sure he knew this. He hadn't 
spoken to me during the pain of the previous night, and I had realized even then that 
he wanted to hear the cries uninterrupted. Anne would not give him the pleasure, and 
this only extended the torture. 


of London on the other side of the 


Stumbling down the steep crag, only the rocks that we must climb r 
bare feet were scored raw by the time we reached the dock. P 
from the cliff of Bainbridge above us; we turned to see the 
figure on horsebaok, menacing before the setting sun, the s 
| burst. We knew it was the Count; he had spotted us, and w 
step away from her," he commanded me. m ` minutes if he took the village path. 


emained, and our 
rantic neighing sounded ; 
black silhouette of a 4 
ky ablaze with its dying — 
ould be close behind within 

X 


hr 


gnsensible to my own pain, I thrust myself between Anne and the Count. 


wy will not," I said, with a calm that surprised even myself. "Don't look, just run!" shouted Anne. 


~ Onwards we raced. The bridge was tall, rising in a steady aro; 1 st : 
points where supporting columns plunged down into the water, oreating La ME 
arches wide enough for the boats to pass through. The sun seemed to be sinking f 
an nature could possibly allow, and I felt as though time were Speeding along at 
e its usual pace; the darkness devoured us. The bridge was much longer thi 
ked from the cliff above, but still we ran. We had nearly reached the median 
d soon be able to see our destination: the city on the other side. Ho oves p 


ng Anne aside, the Count advanced towards me, but all my fear had turned to rage 


rii 
HuT ^y nad Seén him hurt my friend. 


«nen 


nou murderer...” I growled, "you murderer...jou coward...you sick, sick--" j 


3 interrupted my sudden tirade; running at the Count from behind, she struck him in 
pack of the head with a heavy book of what turned out to be erotic "art." The 


the gtumbled forward; Anne and I raced towards the door, but her hand had only just | the £ es behind us, and the barking of the hunting hounds grew ever loui 
co ched the knob when the Count recovered his footing and lunged at us, spewing forth oun’ boarded the bridge, and he was not alone; the guests he had bee 
ree nimalistio roar. He had me by the arm, but I managed to claw at his face with my i were mounted, charging towards us in a horde, the 6 
ap nand, 2۹۵18 in the tearing away of his eye patch. It truly was hideous == a " a j hes to light their way. Finally we passed the apex, 


a us was not at all as we had expeoted. The town 5) 

nted wonderland we had risked our lives to reach 

intox ating to my starved senses, 
was entirely blooked off by 


+ 


c 


g us Just the moment we needed in which to open the chamber door. No time for 
yatulations, however, for the Count was fast upon us, raging incoherently, 


1 
i 


js 1 EN n ما‎ for the night, there was no one on the GUTA ۳ mention corpse thieves and those whose monstrous tastes prefer the dead to 


— ——M—ÓÓ = - c 


VA 
the 
living... My interest was then captured by a queer old man who was absorbed in the 

۱۰ mixing of a pot of plaster. I watched as he spread a thin layer upon whichever of the 
v lifeless faces he fancied, then removed it a short while later once it had dried. What 
one might want with such a death mask I could not guess. As I neared, the man looked 


up at me; his rosy cheeks and cheery whistle seemed terribly out of place within the 
morbid scene. 


to help us. With no reason to go further, our flight to freedom had ended. We darted 
to the side ot the bridge, peering over the ledge into the river below; the air was 
cold, the water surely colder. 


The moon was high now, extending a path of light to us over the water as if to offer 
another way out. I grasped Anne's icy hand and studied her face, sweet and lovely even 
at the mouth of hell. We were seconds away from being caught, and I knew that whatever 
life lay before me at Bainbridge was no life at all; in all likelihood, I would not 
survive a year. The river lapped softly at the pillars. "Come home..." it whispered. 


Turning back to Anne, I believed she had heard it too. An eerie calm washed over me, 
and I was no longer airaid. 


"Ah, so it's you then! Pity you're not dead, isn't it?" said the man. 


"A pity it may be," said I, bewildered, 


i "though it seems a bit rash to decide just 
yet. i 


The old man heartily laughed, then continued wi i ; 
"Can you swim?" I asked Anne. E 3 FUND ithout pausing his w 


ork. 
"Yes eS... well ust the same, I had hoped to t ۲ ۱ ei 
"Ho," she answered, distantly, "but I wasn't going to." rv rd , p &et to you next...you'd make a fine 


plaster indeed, just the sort for ny collection...yes, the very sort." 


‘a5 " 3 
"Neither was I," I said. "Hmm, indeed," I answered, wishing only to shut him up for my head w 


" ; as spinning 
awfully. "Incidentally, what on earth do you do with...oh, 


we embraced each other like sisters; we did not speak again. ES icnow." never mind, I don't wish 


pe The old man looked hard at my face. 


I opened my eyes to the clang of church bells. Judgir, their number, it was early 
morning. I was flat on my back, my body stiff and coia. Looking up, I could see the 
spire of & tall cathedral towering over me; it made 7 


me dizzy, but there was nowhere to 
fall. I felt the surface I lay upon; a Stone...no, a wooden board. bly hands explored 
the ground around me -- grass, damp earth, and, in the air, the smell of 
decay. I knew I was not dead and in Heaven because, if I were, I would 
surely not continue to feel such physical pain as I still did. 
I raised my head to glance around me; dozens of bodies 


were laid out upon planks just like mine. They were 


"Yes, yes...the very sort...I don't suppose you'd be alaner ee, Bes eae Ai 
wouldn't do, too much life in your features, far too much life.. though you might do 
well without that mark on your cheek there now, how's a gi ۰ 
eee ۷ SE z $ 4 
that shape?" & &et herself & sore 


"Wnat shape?" I asked. 


"Why, it's a perfect heart, that's what it is alright." 


all women, and t were all dead. "This is I touched the spot but could only feel 

just what it ı like below the work, lifting the dried mask iuda she و‎ e ge pes plaster man resumed e 

ground," I t ajself, "right him. The girl was 4 eae ox the girl on the ground before 
E De ۳ m. The girl was inne. She was a ghastly grey, her rust-coloured braids 

Ee n Mesh CM still pinned neatly around her head as I had last seen them. A curious sort 

won h any layers of smile curled her blue lips ; k peo 

underneath tae Earth's crust : x EN و‎ UN 


pt a secr E 
us would never know, and I was not sad for her. ee het tne re 


was better than what lives we knew -- what lives uL, uh Mh 

Anne had succeeded where I had failed, and she was free while ۳ 
of this world were still mine; somehow, I was alive, and I onl kim Ys 
would not live to regret it. The old man interrupted my meditations. y 


the bodies went. I tried to 
lift myself, and every inch 
of my being punished me for 
the effort. At the opposite 
end of the yard, two men 
carried the body of a girl 
freshly plucked from the river, 
her face blue, her soaked 
garments watering the grass 
below; the men tossed her roughly 
onto an empty plank, and her limp 
body hit the ground with a dull, 
wet thud. Having managed to stand 
upright, I surveyed my Surroundings; 
the dead women ی‎ of vastly varying 
age, some very Old, some young as I was, ۱ 
soiled and still wet rags, some tome | i Des a ای‎ 
at the other side of the churchyard wall, peltin ° ^ gaggl 
howling over the naked ones. An old woman ها‎ N 
, By, t 


charitable task of covering the bare bodies With coars | 
was still in my dressing gown, torn and bloodied as ا‎ oe I gave thanks e 3 
S. Three women, one attached | 


to a gentleman's arm, wandered amongst the dead, thei 
with the only hope left to them: that of ldentifyin T tearstained faces desperate 


mother... Would they have the privilege of burying CM a i missing daughter, sisters 
would they leave her lying at the bottom of the rive? Det not in holy ground, OY 
of the dead hung wooden plaques roughly painted wi “rom the twisted necks of most 


"Yes, yes..." he muttered, "would have been a nice pair you two 1 

d ooking s 8 
all..." He turned his peculiar gaze back to me for what seemed x very leo p NE 3 
before resuming his work. "'Tis a real pity you're not dead." & tine, 


"No, Sir," said I, kneeling down on the dirt beside Anne's body. "You've alr a 
captured the most beautiful face in this yard...you don't need mine," casy 


Suddenly, I noticed the Master Key of Bainbridge, still wound on 

wrist. I thought to leave it with Anne, to be buried with her in 
grave she was to rest in, but decided against it; should the s 
would only be nabbed, and somehow I did not like to think of it back in the hands of 
criminal of any sort. I would keep it, I resolved, and wear it on me always, an & 
remembrance of Anne and of the freedom she had given me. It may indeea ê ak wait 


Bainbridge and the Count, but, it it did, I would think only of how we had won and he 
` had lost. ri 


its chain about my | 
Whatever pauper's 
cavengers come, the key _ 


States of undress, most 
* of schoolboys gathered 
the dead girls and 

hen resumed her 


"Did you know this poor child then, my girl?" the old man asked. 


ne? A little. She saved my life." 


Widoous Gevarde' the individual Dorpaes, sone oc the the word: UNIDENTIFIED. I turned 
missing limbs, dnd I imagined that most of them co 
by a ring perhaps, or some other bit of jewelry, t 
relatively unguarded site must surely be a treagu 


Her intervention was the key to my esoape, and I promised her t 
ny second chance count. S 


e 

zn SER na faces, others were 

hough a be identified, if at all 

re iro Ven this was doubtful as t 
ve to pickpockets, not to 


hyard behind, and joined the mob on the streets of Lo) 


> R 


PA I —- c Se 


1 I fought my way through the orowd. 


J re i 
I was not at all sure of my destination, and I knew "It's her, isn't it, Madame?" asked the constable, eagerly. 
that I would be wise to think of shelter and a place to pass the coming night, but Ig 

wanted only to get as far away from Bainbridge as possible. Even now Someone could be 
hunting for me. By noon, the enconpassing fog had given way to a light rain; I was 
shivering, soaked, and painfully hungry. After hours of walking, I found myself in & 
part of the city where the buildings w 


ere smaller and closer together. The streets 
| were narrow, and, with the gutter runn 


A “Snapping the portrait shut, the woman looked at me rather than at the young man who 
` begged her attention. 


"You were quite correct to alert us, Constable. You 


shall be rewarded for your powers 
of perception." 


t ing directly in front of the houses, revoltingly 
foul. I thought of my old home...it co 


uld not be far away, but I had no desire to find 
my family, if any were yet living; they had sold me once -- why not try it again? I 
f became aware of footsteps behind me. 


I tried to convince myself that it was merely my 
BEEN n o cor Phere were dozens of people traversing the same route as I; why 
should there not be footsteps? Still, I felt myself walking a good deal faster, and, 
a VES sting. She streets became darker, a did tio filthy 
faces of the poor who occupied lhen; an oppressive shadow Smothered all. In a panic, I 
turned sharply, and found myself rao 


à ra es ing down a street no wider than my outstretched 
Ein Ca Came swiftly towards me pulling a rickety cart on 


which were stacked wooden cages crowded with live, Screeching blackbirds. Before I 
could turn back, I Was pressed UP against the Slimy stone wall, ana the man and his 
cart were passing mes AB they did so, a blackbird escaped one of the cages and fled 
upwAzde; tried to follow the bird with ny eyes, but, when I looked up, all I could 
pete re Gi wet ass hung on lines Passing from the ho 5 on A side of the 
street to the other. Stirred by the shout of "gardez l'eau," ۳ 4 toad opening 
in the dm dx cordi Fai of pene and steaming water vwa. تن‎ ide a ino 
vindow above. 4 er turn and I was 1 Pot Y 2 
ی‎ the air had turned dangerously a ae pa 3 $ ıe Sky was nearly hinos now; 
dwellings, I spotted a small barrel fire Surrounded b 3 LLLA BEE 
as I now was. Approaching, I askeg if I night join s 
I took the liberty oz warming my Be’ tie daa en 
toothless crone took pity on me and removed the fatter Penis: wl f lders;: 
insisting that I wear it whilst I remain in w ed red shawl from her shou 


"Thank you, Madame. Pleasure to be of service to the institution." 


The woman's voice struck me as a knife cutting through the air around her; her visage 
was concealed beneath a sheer veil and the shadows her hat cast upon her face. Only a 
hint of her left cheek and a twisted corner of her thin lips w 


vere visible to me, 
though they hinted at the face they belonged to, and I Suspected that the countenance 
would match the voice. 


The constable bowed, and, without looking in my direction (the coward!), left me 
alone with my mysterious visitor. 

"Child," she began, "in the unfortunate event that you are called upon to speak, you 
may address me as Madame iiournington. I am given to 


believe that you are called Emily, 
and that you have ungratefully fled the house of your Master, the Count de Rothsberg; 
only a day since." 


"Then, iiadame, you believe wrongly," said I. "I have no Master," 


The woman's laugh vas low and mirthless. 


"We all have a Waster, Child." 


x f hat she called h " n little She lifted her veil and I was accosted by two dark eyes deeply set into an aging yet 
man with mud ۹9 in his whiskers took offense at my a Homey o but a d me still smooth face. Not smooth, no...taut, as though the fles 
from the alley before I could return the Shawl J Presence, and he chase 

1 


ed h and all of its softness 
had eroded through years of trial, and what remained was onl 
I had been wit + rood for nearly 


J the thin white curtain 
that held the bones together. A sharp, aquiline nose imparted a decidedly haughty 
t y : ۱ ] 's i 
۱ suppose I h snk quite enough w athe days, though, if you count the Thames, I = appearance that the woman's carriage و‎ esd did nothing to deny. Yes, the face 
i d Rc It ay ZAD t Bn water, Still, I Was finally out i h Awaits was cruel, but the eyes were far from it; Smoldering in their depths, they might once 
j and s ee Ld: the sky, opening my ¥ out in the open ag ave given off at least the illusion of beauty, if not the real thi My 
PUT do er more he ; J Mouth wide to ta te t in that h & ing. My romantic 
po *- feavily as the night Bettlad $n. = Ste the rain sensibilities led me to imagine these eyes the w 
marketplec^, I began to look at the avning-¢ D. Entering a swarming 


Approaching one of the cart ker's carts with a different ۰ 


for there was nothing cold in them -- only 
the merchant w 


3, I waite 
customer, then plucked one à unti] 


a Slow=burning Sorrow. 
Of tne 


$ 
| 
| toasty e as attending to a proper 5 : / lourful and ۲ i 
my borrowed shawl. The bun's rights; ^7 PFOA buns from the pile hidin it beneath I hope I shall be forgiven my ات‎ h b en so (eas ely imaginative depictions of 
E EY puf& youn & ul owner never witnessed le - t at the characters I chance to meet ave been so long in the company of monotonous 
oe » Cri ZR ye ice constable walking direct), i my fledgling attemp acquaintances that I find too much in the people and things that are new to me, Be 
ES E PaF E. commanded me to explain my acti J behind me did. He took me that as it may, the lady in grey elicited from me both a Strong dislike and a sort of 
starving 6 yo money and nowhere to ons. I told him that I was the latter of which I knew was very likely displaced. 
as I did so. Curiously, the constable ۳ managing to extract myself from his griP pity, 
my face and, after a nome not oppose me, à a : 4 1 
i he bade me, he would i at ne. pe good and atonia hee یب بو‎ "What do you want of me, Madame? I suppose you are sent by the Conservatoire?" 
~ e 9 p n a 
Sell under my current circumstances : bun I had ang Give me ۳ a el An easy 
with a stranger was quite J agreed, thin 2 


a5 Good ag anyw 
Station would h 
ugh the Streets, 


"Then you believe wrongly, Child. I am not from your Conservat 
have the slightest interest in you, you nay be sure of that. N 
make yourself quite worthless to any who have been entrusted 
point." 


king that anywhere I might end uP 
&ht end up on my own, and, if 
I ate most indelicately as the 


nothing else, the police 
constable herded me thro 


w — 


oire -- they no longer 
9» you have managed to — 
With your care to this 


+ — “It is they who are worthless to me. I do not covet their regard, noy do I intend t 
When we arrived at the Station, I 1 ingratiate myself back into their society." à 
las E ' 1 was led ing 
ae INE ae behind bars وه‎ os x. eremoniously shoved into B | "Sooiety," the woman harshly interrupted, "is no longer your concern, I am directed 
ni] ESI ali. The ^ ic Busted, I lay down on the o ficers on duty decided what to do to remove you from society entirely, where you would threaten to contaminate thos: 
ome Eo ERD, an older map a Wooden bench against the stone "around you with your insolenoe, ingratitude, violent tendencies, thievery, and, 
osse i a ; : 
on my feet again. I undi oe am worn boots, wea Peering out from beneath nas has now been proven by your sinful attempt on your own life, madness," ; 
petty thieves in London, or else 6196 that such Suggested that I would soon , 


a 
the prisons you 458 


dness? This is madness! Whomever has direoted you is mad, and I Shall not 
1d by one more person, begging your pardon, Madame, where I am to be r 


avy ۱ us in attired head to toe ina — — 
ی‎ d Vui po iar who had brought ne to fhe Perpetual mourning. By her _ 
tlie Conservatoire; 9106۵ portrait from her handbag, Ta ons The woman in art i 


she seemed to be comp am sorry to abduot you from your ahaha or E 


۷ 


quite impossible." 


Trom her handbag, 


wax; she removed a document fron the envelope and held it before me to inspect. 


"As you can see, wretch, you have no Say in the matter. The good Headmaster of your 
Conservatoire, he who took you fron Poverty to be raised with every luxury, has writ 
down that you were either melancholy ana useless or otherwise disruptive and wild, a 
condition which shows to have ripened into actual insanity during your brief stay 
under the beneficent roof of your subsequent Master, the Count de Rothsberg, who so 
generously offered to take ove 


; T your board and expenses by allowing you shelter within 
his own house as an act of undeserved charity. The Count has documented, though it 


gave him great pains to do so (such a complete lack of malice in a man, no matter how 
he is provoked, is truly remarkable), that once inside his home, you responded with a 
perverse morosity to every entertainnent set before you, to every enjoyment of which 
you were invited to partake, and that you chose instead to conspire with the miserable 
housemaid (another charity case, I have been informed) to steal valuables from the 
household and to do actual violence to the Count himself, Something the police have 


been given EBES Proof of, 50 severe Were his injuries resulting from your 
wickedness. It follows here that, having already & M 


3 : y converted the housemaid's character 
۱۳۳ 20 و096۳‎ du wi tke &irl (whom the count had cherished as his own child) to 
EDS god Rud wi e express intent to take yo = 3 : Thames, 
thereby committing such a sin as your o ives in the river 


only a lunatic could cor: 3 ; 
x i ۲ a i: t aplate without shame: 
Suicide. No doubt you felt the guilt of your crimes, ana, .acking the moral fortitude 


which to reform yourself mm 
ir alim burning for her lea Y Sy way out. The disgraced housemaid is 
alr y for all unholy suicides; 


€ give into the Lord's hands. 
‘ned but yet living, we, civilized 
hence I am dispatched, are given 
Shment here on Earth for the retribution 
Jour madness بر‎ satety of Society. Now, make no attempt 
Proof written Feed you quarrelsome == for, once again, you 

? this plain," wu thusly, as though proof were even 


itution from w 


will see the unmistakable 
required in a 


"Why coul: ie have jus 


t let me go?" 
document j hand, 


" I vhis ۳ 
'1 wouldn't Have 3 pered + 


۱ Oo myself — re at the 
aid anything. » Gazing in awe 


n 
ee 


my visit 


Or continued, "the Count, 
ted on such 


8 wretch of your 

S charitous embrace, should 
ive. You Were first spotted in the 
T ng fished Out of the Thames by the 
raped and laid out for identification -7 ۶ 
ton uly shameful, truly wicked... The 
9llowed you through the streets where 


shameful amount of suici 
constable who saw you first w 
he caught you thieving, and m 


ore than like] 

S i ۲ 1 J pla v : 
CE ent dpud nere) &irl your age, itn aps to Prostitute yourself -- what 
AERA if you ask de entity, then Placed yoy ere to go? The &ood officer 
soon y Sk me, which, incidentally he under arrest, and not a moment too 
notified, and, at last, came to hi , did. Th 


deeds had only increased since y 
Count tearfully gave in to reaso 
upon the overyhelming evidence 
to keep should be the Society o 


thsberg was then 
ire the news that your criminal 
* ۲62۵۵6۵ his hospitality, the 
as sp a "EI 

; tia between a11 parties that, vaseh 
aties like Society you ought to be allowe 


;u 
OU quit his h 
Ny and it w 
against you 
f other lun 
Her narrative, though len 
contents of the document 


J long eno : 
۹ ying t Ugh for me to comprehend the 
reasoning, such 4 ” 19708 to make 3 Pp 
and blind. izarre accusations ~~ I felt as reda OF; such irrational 
8 dream == hazy, bewildered, 
n" 
Lunatics like nj8elf...what is this?" 
I lifted n 


J 695 fro j ij 
Seli-righta m the paper to find m 


J Mistre, 2 
9۷8۳68۵ I met her gaze, CEE Positively beaming with 


n 
án I being Committed to an insane asylum?" 


Madame Mournington produced a large envelope, sealed with blood-red 1 


۹ nem e 
"Not are insane asylum!" she exclaimed indignantly, as though I had ate 
offended her. "Though you certainly do not deserve it, you are a very lucky gir 
indeed, for you have been assigned a bed in the most progressively innovative, the 
most morally experimer:al, the most, ah, the most ingeniously directed medical 
institution for the rentally ill, led by my own dear son, Dr. iontmorency Segall 
You, unworthy child, are now an inmate of the Asylum for Wayward Victorian Girls. 


Madame Mournington clapped her hands for assistance, and two prison guards carrying a 
selection of leather straps, heavy chains, and a Straight-waistcoat entered my cell. 


"Now, child, I abhor a fuss and dislike noise in general, 
cooperation and am prepared to extract it from 
intend to come quietly, or not?" 


so I demand your complete 
you, willingly or otherwise. Do you 


I studied the instruments of restraint waiting ominously in the hands of the two 
guards; my body had not the strength to endure one more round 
survive the loss of no more blood, and I knew it. 


of violence; I could 


"Madame," said I, "I come as quietly as the dead." 


"Brilliant! Only the light restraints, gentlemen," 


Snapping her fingers, Wadame iournington quit the cell and w 
the carriage outside. The guards came forward with their too 
torn from my shoulders and left lying on the damp anà filthy 
collar was buckled around my neck, and a leash Was attached to the brass ring at the 
front; I was forced into the straight-waistcoat, and my arms were folded before ny 
chest and tied tightly together behind me. Roughly was I led by 


my neck to the waiting 
carriage, and all I could think was, "and these are the light restraints?" 


ent to arrange herself in 
ls; my borrowed shawl was 
floor; a broad leather 
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pe b02 ASYLUM FOR WAYWARD VICTORIAN GIRLS : ADMISSION FORM 


NAME Enny TARTES. E AKON) Dave OF ADMISSION 


Marriec, Single, or Wicowec 
If any Family 
Occupation 
Habits of Life 
Religious Persuasion ... 


Re Brought by Whom 


7۳ ae Fora of Insanity 
E Hereditary 
E usus 
E If Dangerous to Others 
— Jf Destructive to Property ... 
DI State of Bocily Health 


— Sim : ۲ ۲ Spano fo aute] | 


Facis SPECIFIED IN MEDICAL CERiIFICA:E UPON WHICH 


OPINION OF INsANI:* IS FOUNDED 


1. Facts incicating Insanity observec by Mecica! Man ... 


fk Ahemad 


2. Other y» inc icati PRORA Insanity co.;;zunicate to hin by others ... 


ied at f fraud tl aw 7 y ور‎ de e a 
E É Sol hy 

Bes sf By foley dha. OL le 1 inant 7 ATED 

— jedes Gr Naun Coke 


d screamed around the carriage; the wheels rattled, and, though the third 
was looming before us, we seemed to be eternally racing towards it, making no 
'OBreSS. A bird, something like a raven but a great deal larger, soared overhead 
emitting & harsh, metallic shriek into the raging sky. It circled above the ۱ 
` ever-approaching gate, and, as my eyes followed its path, I again caught sight of th 
` sharp spikes gleaming in the pummeling rain. Still &alloping on at a reckless pace, I 
heard the muffled squeals of what sounded like a swarm of insects; peering out the  _ 
carriage window, I swore I saw (though I did not trust my senses at the time) a great 
pack of rodents سح‎ perhaps a hundred, perhaps more -- Sleek, furry bodies skimming the 
earth, leaping over each other, obsidian eyes sparkling. À quivering mass, they swam 
over the cobblestones like one creature -- squid's ink spilling into the sea and 
infecting it with deep black within seconds. How they were able to keep up with the 
horses mystified me, and when the swarm dispersed and shot on ahead of us, they darted 
in and out beneath the wheels of the carriage and around the horses! hammering hooves, 
yet were never trampled. Breathlessly, I watched them as they melted together again 
and slipped beneath the gate to the other side like a gush of dark water -- the tide 
coming in. It was all so ghastly...so Sickeningly enthralling; my body convulsed ina 
trembling wave ~~ a heady blend of horror and wild anticipation. 


4 


| And then! 


The final gate crashed to a close behind us, and we 


ze at the ultimate precipice at 
last. 


Three... two...one... 


The doors began to open. There was an awful 


&rinding of metal, a clashing of loos 
chains, and, with the sky seeming to come do i : io ae 


wn around us, it appeared: The Asylum. 


From the As, Lor Wayward Victorian Girls, 


Emily (wit i 


" 
OU 


ylum Letter No. III 


I cannot remember how I traveled from the carriage up the steps to the front doors, 

| but there I stood before the massive, moonlit Structure, a monumental fortress of 
brick and limestone, its gothic splendor a stark contrast to the hundreds of 
‘bar-crossed windows punctuating the vast wings that reached out on either side like 

— long arms open in a wide but disingenuous welcome. Gripping the leash attached to ny 
- heavy collar was a colossal brute, hunched and mute save for the occasional grunt. He 
had ridden with us in the carriage, tilling the confined quarters with the stench of 
rotting meat -- I wondered that my mistress could endure it. The leviathan had hold of 
me with one filthy paw while his other struck a large brass bell that hung from an 
alcove above the doors. The rude clanging produced no response from within, and Madame 


Mournington stamped her boots on the frozen porch in frustration, cracking the thi 
ice. : 


" 


"A plague on these blasted servants!" she fumed. 1 


Fumbling inside of her grey wool traveling cloak, Madame iiournington produced a key 
attached by a long chain to a silver chatelaine brooch pinned at her waist. The brooch 
8180 held various other instruments: a tiny pair oi scissors, a silver pencil, a 
needle case, a thimble, and an oval locket with a child's cameo on the face. I could 
not imagine adame tiournington's heart capable of caring for anyone enough to indulge 
in the sentimentality of a locket. 


Without warning, a bloodcurdling scream fron within the Asylum pierced the night air; 
and my heart leapt against my chest. The giant at my side began to breath heavily» 
Sniffing the air like a hungry animal. Taking no notice, adame iournington fit her 
key into the lock on the heavy door, and had scarcely begun to turn it when the doors 
Swung open. Pulling them inwards were two smartly dressed butlers; they beckoned us 
inside with a bow and a sweep of their white-gloved hands. Madame iournington snapped 
her fingers; the giant dropped my leash and ambled away towards an outbuilding further 
along the Asylum grounds. Madame Nournington advanced into the grand Entrance Hall 
Whilst I remained in the doorway, the wind rushing in around me, blowing leaves and 
rain onto the polished floor; my gaze fell first upon an enormous clock dominating the 
ES ic Gat mantelpiece at the far end of the Hall. The clock struck four, and 
time seemed to stop. 


Before I knew what was happening, I was on the ceiling looking down at myself; 
Standing on the black-and-white checkered marble, I was so small, a mouse in a mansion 
77 cold, wet, and utterly alone. Could there be another soul in this world quite so 
Blone as I? If something were to happen to me, would anybody care? Would anyone even 
know? Prom my perch high up in the vaulted rafters, I commanded my feet to move me 
| forward, but my instruction bore far less influence over my movements than did the 
blazing fire before me. iy footsteps echoed loudly, pulling me back into my body. 


pra d 5 E n gold sparkled from their place on the mantelpiece. 
0 Oeste hor have walked Zoto 3k on Ay NE were I 50 inoline 
p the left of the fire, richly oves dde mph around a 
tea ta ] china and laden heavily w í igul 
‘ Bete sot "ipe High and frosted with swirls of revere UU Were 
lankea by tiered trays of strawberry tarts; a plate Ee diee LU. LE: es with 
Oured sugar; exquisitely sculpted marzipan FE AS vede ene Ee. 
1000lates wrapped in orisp gold paper were tucke d 


breaking to a hungry captive. 
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E: 


small gathering of ladies lounged boue eo 
heir laps, while others sat around a er one [ 
‘ther such game. All were dressed elegan y» ye 


hair was neatly braided and coiled into becoming styles. An aura of calm and sereni 
surrounded the happy group, and an elderly woman in mauve sat at an antique 
harpsichord and provided that absurd plinking without which such a picture could 
never be complete. 


On the papered walls (broad claret and cream stripes, quite lovely) hung large 
paintings in majestic gilt frames. One canvas depicted a Persian cat sitting regally 
upon a yellow cushion; another was a still life of two pears and a pineapple, and 
there were several compulsory landscapes. Small brass plates beneath each painting 
pore a different female name, and I assumed that the patients themselves were the 
artists behind these mundane works, though why any girl, no matter how wayward, would 
choose to paint two pears and a pineapple was beyond my ability to reason. 


It was another painting that dominated the Hall, however -- an ostentatiously 


gaunt and sober face. He was clean-shaven, and wore a medal and two red ribbons on the 
Í breast of his coat. With black eyes, brooding and deeply set, he was not unhandsome, 

put there was something about the twist of his lips I did not like. Beneath the 
portrait was a plaque engraved with the following words: 


| DR. MONTMORENCY STOCKILL: A Savior to the Weaker Sex 


| So this was the "ingenious director" == the dear -on of adame Mournington. 


Iumerous gas-lamps brightly illuminated this welcoming scene, and, were it not for 
the good Doctor's unsettling portrait, I might have wondered if I had Somehow been 


mistaken in my dread of this place. At least there was a fire. But what of that 
awfulseream? Had I imagined it? 


All that I here describe my wide eyes had digested before I had taken three steps 
A inside the A5j1.2. One step more and the front doors were Slammed shut and bolted 
behind me, t esounding crash sending two cheery housemaids Scurrying forward; the 
i maids wore -ily starched white caps and lace aprons tied over their trim grey 
| frocks; th' unnaturally broad smiles brightening their already ruddy complexions. 


mhe maids curtseyed low as the two butlers moved to take ny mistress's cloak (I 


| supposed that an institution of this size, if nota cloak, would require the services 
۱ of at least two butlers). Upon rising, the maids recited the following in perfect 
| unison: 


"on behalf of our happy household, we welcome you to the Asylum for Wayward 
Victorian--" a ی‎ 


"STOP!" interrupted adame iiournington, slapping away the hand of the b 

à utler who was 
endeavoring to take her umbrella. "Charming performance, everyone, truly charming 
put I suggest you all stop before you turn my stomach. It is only us -- the girl hea 
no relatives to impress; she is quite alone in the world," s 


"ro relatives?" said a butler. "Well, don't that just make our b 
A eh, smythy?" job relatively easy, 


"Qnhhh..." groaned one of the maids. 


"gasy as hittin’ a deer out of a tree," crowed butler number two, the apparent Smythy 
LJ 


"Phat don't make a bleedin! bít o! sense, you daft nutter!" Joined the-secona AMM 


One of the women lounging on a settee shouted Over to the maid who had just spoken 


"Wary, you're a damned dollymop, makin’ me sit here when 
read. I get to be the 'ousemaid next time, and you can si 
bible pretendin! to be mad." 


you know bloody well I can't 


"Oh, shut up, tart" shouted Mary, tearing off her cap and tossin 
on the settee; che missed. "You're as mad as any o! them looked 


ae though you've got to do any acting." 


& it over at the won 
up, you axes E n 


"Silence, slatterns!" roared adame llournington, pounding her umbrella on the floc 


grandiose portrait showing a man of perhaps forty-five with dark, loose hair framing a 


t on yer arse with a bloomin! 


b. 
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One more word out of any of you, and you will all lose cellar privileges for the 
month. And besides," she added, addressing the maids, "your speech lacked feeling, 
and, Mary, your cap was more crooked than your aim. See to it. Now, I shall take my 
tea in Dr. Stockill's drawing room. He must be informed of the new patient at once. As 
for you," she turned to the counterfeit butlers, "see that you're quicker to the door 
in future -- I wait on no one. Now, clear off, the lot of you...but not you, Maudsley. 
- Turn in your finery and take the girl to Quarantine for the night. We shall evaluate 

|. her behaviour there before deciding where to place her permanently." 


/ 


"To the Salt Box? With pleasure," replied the butler to my right. 


Removing his gloves, he eyed me closely. 


"Keep your bloody kecks on, Maudsley,” called adame Mournington as she exited the 
Hall, her chin pointed high, heavy skirts swishing. 


I glanced over to the ladies cavorting in the corner; they had discarded their 
Perfectly coiffed hair, revealing their own slovenly arranged locks. Having ripped 
off their gowns, I saw that some of the ladies who had been sitting with their backs 
to the door had in fact not been ladies at all -- it seems the common Asylum visitor 
Was never meant to get too close. All actors piled their castoff costumes onto one ot 
the settees and bounded off to their regular duties. Was all of this contrived simply 


to convince the friends and family of a mad girl that this is a safe place to leave 
her? 


I turned around to find everyone gone, save liaudsley and myself. He had hold of my 
leash now, and snapped it sharply just to show who was master of this game. Without t 
the use of my arms, my balance was lost and I stumbled forward; Waudsley did not help 

me up. Instead, he twisted a knob beneath one oi the gas-lamps, and, instantly, the 

fire I had been longingly gazing into went black. All throughout the Hall the lamps 
dimmed, and I heard a rumbling from somewhere below us, then the turning of gears; the 
&round shook. The floor we stood upon began to sink. No! We were not sinking, the 

Walls around us were rising -- first those to my left and right, then the panels 

further down the Hall, then the panels beyond those, until reaching the panel behind 

the hearth itself, the one bearing the great clock as well as the venerable Dr. 
Stookill's portrait. The walls were being pulled up into the rafters, out of sight to 
anyone who didn't know where to look and what to look for. The settees and the card 
table began to move as well, and I saw that they were fixed to a circular seotion of 

the floor that could rotate whatever sat upon it behind the actual walls once the 

Pretty veneers were lifted out of the way. The pieces fit together like a perfect 
machine. What ingenious mind had designed a system of such mechanical brilliance? And 
Why? Away went the furniture, away went the tea table, cakes and all, none of which 

had been real. What was left was a stark, cold cavern, drafty and damp, with rubble in 
the corners and bits of flaking plaster patching the spots where the walls didn't 

Quite meet the ceiling. Every surface was horribly orooked; the framework appeared to 

be falling apart around us. How long before it collapsed completely? 4 week? A year? I 
Could scarcely believe that anyone was allowed to live in such conditions, let alone 
those who required medical care. Maudsley tugged me forward, but I pulled back, 
6enuinely frightened. 


"Oome on now, love," he jeered in his rough tongue, "is SHAS Agel 2 how we want to 
Start off in our new home? We're going to be difficult, now? 


۱ "This is not my home," said I. 


"Oh, ' ' | and Daddy are coming back for us =~ that's what they 
و‎ 'course it's not. Mummy an y : cR. 

think, poor nutters. Now, make yourself more pleasant or I will get rough and I a 
enjoy it." 


mmon bully, and he made ne Y 
Now flameless, it was a | 
of the building, than 
۳ 


dsley was no butler; he was nothing above a co 
He dragged me onwards towards the ۳ 
wall == if the Asylum's wings were 

Mauds V A ETE of the hearth, and a APAN pU 
choice but to follow. Into the catacombs I went. ins 
Maudsley held before Pur 
»ymeated the stale air that grew aoter 
5, we arrived a 
g the ۳ 


bolt, 


0 


4 E Ral 
think sleep possible anyway, especially now that I knew I was being watched. On my 
ees, I looked up once more. 


"I can't see a thing," I called out to him. "Please, let me have the light. Sur 
have matches to find your way back with." 


I tried to reach out, only then remembering that my hands were still bound behind 


ho are you?" I asked. 
back. 


L I am your captain." 
Maudsley laughed. "Give fire to a lunatic? Not likely. Best of luck to you in gettin! 


through the night, love." A11 at once, the moon shone full, and I saw the creature. I saw a white shift... I saw 


Striped stockings, black and white; black and white, black and white... I saw a mass 
Of dark hair on top of which was perched a bizarre tri-corner hat that looked as 
though it had been fashioned from torn Scraps of paper. I saw the eyes, sparkling as 
they stared forward, unwavering, at our prison door... I saw a ray of daylight 
bleeding through the bars... An alarm was ringing loudly. I was lying on my meager 
pile of straw as the girls around me scurried about the cramped cell. 4 thin layer of 


Straw had been spread over me, my collar had been removed, and my hands had been 
freed. 


I thought he had walked away, but I was mistaken, for he suddenly thrust his hand 
through the bars and seized my leash, pulling me hard against the cold metal. 


"mhen again..-I think we could have some fun together, you and me. I can get you 
things you want, you know. That's how it works in this pit, love. I can help you." 


Maudsley had his rough hand about my waist now. 


nat risk of being rude, sir, I would sooner die," I replied, wrenching my body from 
his grasp- 


From the Asylum for...oh, bother! Enough of these f 
am, and I must conserve my pencil lead... 


ormalities, Diary, you know who I 


"That you probably will," he laughed. 


turned and walked back through the tunnel,‏ ود 


flickering lamplight growing 
fainter until it was gone. I turned to face the da 


-S, then panicked. 
"Wait! My hands! How do I get out of this thing?" I shouted through the bars. 
The shout came back. 

"xaxe friends!" 


I took a step further into the cell. Gradually, my eyes began to adjust, and I could 
: make out severs umpy objects scattered about the dirt floor. Some of the lumps were 


moving- I hea utterings...groans...now and then, someone would shriek and then 
{ fall silent s :.n, just enough of a shock to make me leap near out of my Skin each 
time. The a:. was close, and it was difficult to breath. 


I edged my body along the 
damp wall, hoping to locate an empty patch of &round to claim for myself. Outside, the 


clouds shifted and a small barred window high up in the wall let in a weak but welcome 
beam of light. ost oi the cell remained shrouded in darknes 


| SS, but the moonlight 
i passed along the opposite wall near the ceiling, and I saw the glint of something, 
f lixe a firefly in the night -- fleeting, but extraordinarily present. Then, it was 


gone. 1 looked hard at the spot, but could see nothing. There! "here it was again! I 
froze; from high atop what appeared to be a tower of tea crates, I saw two e 
gleaming down at me. üy vision adjusting still further, I could now dis 
silhouette of a creature -- something crouched like a 

crates. I stood 5tock-still, afraid to move le 
did not attack. It spoke. 


yes 
tinguish the 
gargoyle -- perched upon the 
St the creature should attack. But it 


"Go to sleep!" came a harsh whisper. 
f Xy heart pounded. 

"ynat?" I whispered back. 
"Lay yourself down and stay quiet. We must be ready," 
The whisper was delivered with a slight accent, Something familiar... 
"Heady? For what?" 
"Ready for them...ready when they come." 

* "Who's coming?” 

/ "Go to sleep! I'm keeping watch." 


Taking advantage of tne bit of light, I searched the floor foy a clear و‎ 


ody 8 
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Hospital Entry 12: FUNHOUSE MIRRORS 


I have not showered since the morning I was committed, which seems like ages ago. 
Having used up all of the moist towelettes (is there an actual name for these?) I was 
able to stash from my days in the ER downstairs, I am left only with a supply of rough 


brown paper napkins which I douse with soap and water and then use to sorub down with 
whenever I manage to find myself in the bathroom alone. 
۷ 


There is & shower, of course, but not on pain of death (odd choice of words in my 
case, I do realize, but I can't think of anything else at the moment) vould you find 


e inside of it. In addition to things like bacterial growth and other obvious filth, 
vis shower is not private, and cannot be used unsur 


-sed. I have a hard enough time 
knowing that there are no locks on the stall door: d I simply cannot stomach 
another preach of dignity, to say nothing of priv. 


- And besides, after our morning 
weigh-ins where I am consistently informed that I am far under my "ideal" weight, all 


I need is for a nurse to see me naked -- I guarantee they'd have me hooked up and force 
feeding within the hour. 


shortly after my arrival in ilaximum Security, I was occupied in Scrubbing my face with 
the brown paper napkins and endeavoring to make myself somewhat presentable (to 
whom?) when I noticed that, whenever I moved, my face would change shape in the 
mirror. Upon cio examination, I saw that the mirror is not a mirror at all, but a 
thin sheet o -ished metal. Hell, it probably isn't even metal; it's probably 
plastic pai to look like metal...anyway! I tapped on the surface. Yep. 
Unbreakable. ae flexible sheet was badly warped, and, as I dried my face with yet 
more brown paper napkins, I considered whether it was really such a fabulous idea to 
offer lunatics no way to see their own faces save in what is essentially a funhouse 


mirror. Now that I think of it though, it's perfect...absolutely perfect. Another 
joke on us, and I can take it. I can even laugh at it. 


But there is one thing I wonder: If and when we are released back into the real world, 
will we take this distorted image of ourselves back with us? 


Jo NT Chazy 
AND ۱۶۱۷۶ Am T. 
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It was in this way that I came to be just another of the ranks here in the Asylum -- 


— dressed alike, treated alike, in class, in disgrace, in uniform. 
1" E. 


Asylum Letter No. IV 


Chaos and confusion. 4 door opposite the one I 
open, and my fellow prisoners fell silent, 
herded us outside, down a set of stone steps, and into a fairly straight line. 
Determined to catch on quickly and thus remain unnoticed, I fell in line behind a tall 
girl with open sores up and down her arms. We were marched out to what I later learned 
was called the Bathing Court. The forest of leafless trees was a black web lit from 
behind by the lonely grey of early morning. It was painfully cold and frost covered 
the ground, crackling under my bare feet, but it was good to be outside after a night 
EX ees in Quarantine, I &lanced at the gi around me; they varied in age 
and outwardly visible state of health, but they shar’ ae blank, hopeless stare of 
the long-imprisoned, and they all wore the same uni....: a thin white shift and 
GERE oe” — a Costume clearly not designed ior protection against the 
elements, or from anything else for that matter. 


had entered the night before swung 
lost kept their heads down as an attendant 


As we walked, I tried to spot my creature 


3 9f the previous night amongst the girls in 
line. Just then, a girl marching two Places ahead of me turned her head and shot me a 


devious smile, wrinkling her nose as she did so. I was taken aback, yet oddly 


pp N E WA there. Gone was the imposing posture and the amkehift hati OIN 
the glint of the eye was the same, and the tangled mass of dark iste vas ate 


The oo ydo eue at the back of the Asylum; this told me that the tunnel 
I had trav ed e nig 61026 ran Straight throu h th S E had 
thought tuat the level of the building & e massive structure. I 


I had walked through was the ground floor, but 
it was in tact raised off the ground by a level beneath, which I ی‎ must be the 


basement; و م۲۳۹9‎ quite strangely, was not underground. Now that I thought on it yee 
remembered the steps we had climbed to reach the front doors the night before, as well 


as the grinding of the gears beneath me as I stood j 3 
7 5 EI in the E . T Nas 
clearly a floor below where the machinery was housed, ۳۳۱۳ ۱۳ TEE ie Shes 


We were not the only ones being marched t و‎ 
the Asylum poured hundreds upon hundreds falis. Dori te? wale on aE 
the inmates from one ward were bound in manacles and BALE Por n BLASS Hie 
other walked unbound as I did, though we were all guarded 1 3 d gees vadis 
carrying rods and straps. By the contorted frames, peut ea. ms : Ml 
countenances, it was clear that these tools of SSeS were ee Mm ally 
against any girl who stepped out of line, But, my God! he er enploye ; er Y ETE 
veritable army, terrifying in our numbers if not in dub eee of us! We we 

Now standing in perfect rank-and-file, we w 
to stand against a stone wall at one Side o 
our way to the wall, we were expected $ 
into an enormous laundry bin. Por ne, bi» mere i hifts and stockings and toss ie 
what was once a very pretty dressing gown, There was th Oval of the remaining shre 
the key I still held in the pocket of my gown == I hag dubie of what to do with 
after suspecting that, on my wrist, it might be a tar UA f t there PP day before T 
nad never imagined I would soon become one myself) i ۱ or London S petty thieves 
surreptitiously hid the key in my hand, then g]4p52, 0" at the front of the line, I 2H 
before the man with the watering hose, one end of which into my mouth, Naked, we stog 
pump. Without warning, we were hit with a Powerful torr be attached to a mechanical 
blasts and we were ordered off the Court, but not T FA P frigid water. Three ual 
bin at the far end of the wall as we passed, as well ag-a imer a clean shift from the = 
the clothesline where they had been pinned out to lk s of clean stockings from 
Serpents in the biting wind. We were then corralle 2 the Dina aT vinto 
* and thus the barbaric process — 


ard, ten at a time; 
y example that, on 


dry, 
d int 


ten girls took their places before the firing Squad 
continued until all were bathed. 


“I answer every question at great length, filling up the pages until there is no more 
ace to fill. Then, I turn the pages over and write on the backs. I am flip. Iam 
rcastic. But I am not unkind. I simply want them to know precisely how I feel about 


his, and to comprehend exactly, and in intricate detail, how asinine their questions 


are ("Why are you continuously dieting when you're already too thin? How far above 
your ideal weight do you consider yourself? Do you believe in magical beings?). I 
conclude my final answer with the declaration that unicorns are real, that I quite 
enjoy my relationship with food under normal circumstances, and that, despite 
everything I have already stated, I realize that they may require some proof of this, 
1 1 Which is why I would like to inform then that I am a trained pastry chef, and that I 
۴ 2 i would be delighted to cook the entire Psych Ward staff a gourmet French vegetarian 
Hospital Entry 15: INTERVENTION E f dinner complete with chocolate hazelnut'truffles just so lone as they buy ‘the 
| ingredients. I have no expectation of how this will be received, but I am prepared to 
defend myself, not against the accusation of having an eating disorder, because, 
although I don't have one, it isn't a crime (not like suicide or anything), but 
| against being called a liar, because I know that I will not be believed. 


They are counting my caloric intake more strictl 
In fact, they have charts that say exactly w 


one's height, and they are viciously judging us all against these standards. And who 
came up with these standards anyway? The morbidly obese nurse? The half of America 


| y than an anorexic at a dinner party. 
| that's fat? As I am slowly figuring out, it isn't "ug" 
; 


hat one ought to weigh depending upon 


they are judging at all -- ۱ 3 Determined to beat the staff to the proverbial punch, I skip down the hall to the 
umed to be just fine. E. | office and, smiling, hand the papers back through the window slot to the nurse who had 


Es EB first given them to me. Without looking at ny answers, she tells me that someone vill 
j be coming to talk with me in a moment. I can't wait. 


rather, it is the thin ones; the fat ones here are ass 


We are wandering in circles around the rooftop patio, 


| ۳ : lunatic promenade. It is gray E ۱ Along comes & corpulent woman who introduces herself as the Hospital Nutritionist. She 
| and E us oh tee er vL e18 that ervugh is enough. I am beginning to 1 ۱ invites me, the nurse, and some other members of staff into a conference room, and we 

i forge e. From u | E 4 

۱ fence and see the busy streets of Holl p here, I can peek through the barbed wire E | place ourselves around a large table as she flips through my answers, her face 


ywood far, tar below, but it's a ditferent m | hardening as she does so. I will say nothing. I vill simply w 


world. I could scream and nobody down there would hear me. I'm sure I wouldn't have LT ] o it...wait for it... 


Bit for it...wait for 
peen the first to try. 


"Well, Emilie, it looks like we've wasted you A 
I complete another lap and a nurse catches up w ES , your time 


asks me if I could do her a "little favor" as soon as ۱ 1 s! 

: : I have a minu y all the - | There it is 
EON EI, ne tied le R me a few sheets of paper nequ arie the f 
nurs 6 me v: 5 sta 5t of ques S ; A ۲۳۲ ۰. " و۲‎ trying to 1 £ 3 i ; 
jf I would arsver. Although I assume ut estions that would really help out the staff IC | - "Disten," I say, trying essen the shock just a bit if only 


Me because there is still 
s 2 7 ] ۰ rt of t 3 
dustoder ivice questionnaires, one of those "How Am I Driving?" sort of | ۳ that pathetic pa me that hates to see others uncomfortabl 


" 1 
i abi 1 | | $ 9» "this really doesn't 
actually matters. almost flattered, as though my opinion E | | Bffend me, and, look around, what else am I going to do with my afternoon? But I would 


honestly like to know what made you give me this form because I' 
problems, but an eating disorder just isn't one of then." ve got a lot of 


ith me, a clipboard in her hand. She E 


| "You can go to your room now and fill it out if jou like, so you have some privacy." 
What? You're letting me go to my room in the m 
Something is most definitely up. 
unlocking my room, she tells 
as I'm finished. 


"Well, you are very thin." 
iddle of the a A : 

ads me back Ty cU dee as LAU "Perhaps, but that can't be all. What Specifically did I do t 
- ۰ , 7 E : 
form to the glass booth upfront as soon = | ! we needed to have this intervention? I would Sincerely 


The nurse le | 
9 nake you so sure that 
M e سر‎ like to know." 2E 


Seating myself on the edge of bed "As I said, you are very thin, and we've noticed that you don't eat much." 
| 5 8 my bed, I look down at th | | : 
| N e first question | ۱ 

i . | _ I tell the Nutritionist and all of the assemblage that ther ; 
۱ ۱ : ۱ | | | e are man i 
CO eee 3 | could be "very thin." For example: one may be in a mental hos y reasons a person — 


pital an + 
constant state of terror, leaving one with no appetite. P d living in ۵ 


Tote: the question is not DO you make 


yourself vomit ; i incredibly depressed. Still another: I know it's taboo idR d n e conser E 
ient, 3 mit, but 5 MA jS. ۱ : Say, but on i 
Dear patient, your opinion is irrelevant. It's your ۴ FED S HOW MANY TIMES naturally thin. God knows I've got friends that are half my iR MERC. 
{ 5. ; | 


E. e and ea ۱ 
_ horses. As for leaving food on the tray,’ I tell them that, if I am to but ke 
m 


۱ asked to eat American-sized meals three times a day, they will never See any o 
it is simply impossible == physically impossible -- for me to ingest as usd a 
being given. And then something occurs to me. 4 ; 


Three pages of questions, not one E 

all of them just assuming that I Ke BS ring X 
| ag ie down with me for a Beneitivery d 
asked me any ng at all; instead, they gave conducted chat - 1 

j , 

somebody's time was spent in asses "Ohi" I exclaim. "I think I know what made you think this about me! Tell me, wa 
when I was in Assessment yesterday and I was talking about how I felt when H 
that I was pregnant -- that I felt like an alien being was growing inside of; 
how it terrified me to the point of insanity? I remember making a gesture 1 


would simply be unnecessary, 
how much I hate my body and how I can't eat w 
why I can t eat at all, will I then be handed 
it? Are pamphlets the new psyohotherapy? Un-fuopin th PUR ee 
= evable, 
RU The trutn is that it would be near impossible f 

i here Ean ctroumstances, hospitalized or in Ceu! eaten the average asylum 8 

doles 8 person should be able to polish off three dE a ae what the staff 
ils: " , And this 1s not because I hate my body, but veda By 28 more HBR x 
firn Au ng my ten minutes of authorized Privacy too much t inl, P EN 
now and telling them where to put it. No, i$ they want DM + Bree 
Wers, en 8 


If I answer ag he 


rate my remembered motion, clutching my stomach as though trying 
out of it, all the while knowing that I am being Judged for beir 

Le prospect of motherhood, my god given duty and high LI 
till live in. NE STR >. 


they shall receive, 


stay in the Psych Ward; the student nurses and doctors from other wards were always 3 
present. I could choose to be flattered by this, but I don't have the ego for it, and; 
besides, it took me a while to figure out that this was unusual. In the assessment of 
the previous day, I had explained what I did for a living ("Are you famous?" they ] 
asked...wouldn't they know it if I were?), how many years I had been battling manic 
depression and losing, and why I tried to kill myself. I told them that I had 
developed several strategies whilst in this mental hospital to cope with my bipolar 
disorder and the constant desire to die (which was a lie, of course -- anything that 
was ever going to help me get better was not to be found within these walls). I simply | 
hoped that, if I gave a very good Performance, spoke in a clear voice, and made eye 
contact with everyone present, then they would consider letting me go. I had lost my 
calm though when explaining my reaction to a positive pregnancy test. This must be the 
reason for my being judged so incorrectly. ECC 


Asylum Letter No. V 


It was on my third day in the Asylum that I saw it: something Eleaming from beneath 
the breakfast table in the Dining Hall. I peered below and recognized the little 
silver pencil that I had seen hanging from adame Mournington's chatelaine on the 
night I had first arrived. It must have broken from its chain, and now there it was, 
waiting for me, just begging me to snatch it up and carry it away to my cell. The 


"Ho, that wasn't it at all," says the Nutritionist. 
I am never honored with a Satisfactor, explanat 


ion of the r ef felt 
all of this necessary. I am trying to Vall ence eason that the staff 


" T: " D I E -I ospect of having something to write with was exhilarating...I felt that I simply 
am the fool for trying. I am a nut in a a مر‎ xig de MEM et 1s I san to NE | ۳ Ii have the pencil, but I must also act with caution, for, if I moved to pick it up, 
it. But, hurrah! I have just experienced an honest=to=go t be E "eos | the other girls would see, and I would likely lose my prize to Someone taller and 
no intervention is complete without a little irony, it M TRA MER MEL - Ur stronger than I. It was already reckless that I should keep inne's key always tied 

, now dinnertime. att, just above my knee, though it was well hidden by the tall stockings we all must wear; 
I have truly come to know what it is to be " — f ۳ ught not to risk anything more. I decided to wait until breakfast was over. I felt 
you can, and will, ilip the fuck out at any Eie, EA کی‎ ee ghey vis ieu "c | 9 Wie sure I could obtain the pencil surreptitiously as we all rose to Tile back in 
more tangled than Violet's hair, getting food caught in . your Stomach tied in kh wer E line, ready to be led baok to our wards. Dear God," thought I, "to be able to 
to make it go down, swallow dryly as many times as you ee اه‌هد‎ NEROY vs 21 ous i write...to have something, anything to do..." 
a nurse So overweight she's on the verge of a heart attack , and, standing behind y 1 | d 
everything jou eat, and everything ; and she is judging 


you leave behind, | uer Alas, when the bell rang for us to rise, a girl at my table fel 


seizure. An attendant rushed forward to drag her trom the Hall 
as one thing does generally lead to another, and the remaining attendants swiftly 
ordered us up and into line. I reached my arm under the table, knowing it was not wise 
to do so, and was proven right as a leather strap whipped across my neck and I was 


۱ | ۱ forcibly put in ny place with the other inmates. 
gel PC mentalis E | 


Back in my cell that night, I relived the morning's events ove 


1 to the ground ina 
before chaos broke out, 


۱۱۱ 


r and over again in my 


mind, truly hating myself for having lost Something I never had, but which I was yet 


're مایم(‎ E B ۳ convinced that I could not live without. Then, I heard a sound from Sonewhere outside 
E. of the cell -- a sort of scurrying, or perhaps a tapping of fingertips, very, very 


ave S ] RT ۳ ۱۱ loser all the time until I was convinced + i i 
Fes À ۱ quiet, but coming oc : ced that it was inside the 
ad p i orao ۱ and Jak ape EN 


cell, then even closer until I was quite sure it was nearing my bed. All fell silent. 
۲ . Then came the sound of something being dropped on the 
And lane 205 on q I waited. The &round and rolling a 


۳ ۱ | ۳ to a halt. Whatever it was that had t 
will , H 1 Ho short distance before coming ad entered the cell lef 
(ad: OS 1 d be tol v Sai OL mly ü the same way as it had come, and, when I could no longer hear it, I extended my hand 
cà U5 EP are heasse 


| into the dark to touch the floor beside my bed. I could see nothing; it took all of my 
& ga MM courage to feel along the splintered wood for God only knew what. Finally, my fingers 
ou il MA. E. 3 object smooth and cold, only a few inches in length, and ver ked 
Ye is 1 found an obj y thin. I pio 
"o ne at ouStiend ta, | Í it up and rolled it over in my hand, but I already knew exactly what it was. 
tall hi ۱ = O^. ALS and we | — — And with that, Diary, we arrive at the present. It is the following evening, and I - 
Mn O it, Mies» 1۹ Al | P have been using the little silver pencil to tell my Story such as you have seen unfo 
Va ov Wal | J ARN ۱ thus far. I have been writing on the scraps of Striped paper torn from my oell walle 
used to aN $0 fet f ۳ and I hope to find something more suitable before anyone notices the mess I will 
f * Y ode, "i b } surely make before this is all over. Also, I do not know how long the penoil lead | 
4 "i een Tahin T 4. 72 ** ae ۱ last me, for it is almost gone and I have only just related my tale from the begi 
k n ; i در‎ catin s, |. to this point -- Heaven knows what the coming days hold for me. 
۱ of non-Lted ibility 


I shall perhaps hi 
Sources, but it w 


e only thing tua 
keep me sane in this God forsaken place. No one shall read them, and I do not p" 


m ۳ Weak ed 4 t: 1 | they are not for the world's blind eyes, but only for yours, Diary, whom I ad 
‘ “A «c ۱ E^ : je erely the mi f lf. ^ 1 
o thee vs ا ب‎ ge ed ۲ | Cue deu 
۸ 22 nal Caving, en of : j | eft inside my head, it smothers me. May the future grant us a happier 
sor Ad ; being asked Sts NÉ E E pn 
1 (me of the Month! evens tin. J sex pse- 
Jhe NY 
5 desht maye Jed ول‎ de Wl pour eV, 


| ont krd het will. 


to be sparing in my entries in order to conserve these modest re 


for me as the writing of these notes to myself is th 
! 62 v. Am Jhe od lowe. ۰ | not be easy 


—— M — 


f 
(i 
۳ 


کے ی تسيب جنس ی سی 


IS 


J ۳3 ۱ T 
"I'm afraid I had not man, options at the time, Sir." 


He looked up at me and twisted his thin lips into a grin. 
- "Doctor, if you please. Doctor is superior to Sir." 


- Were he not so very inimical, I imagined he might have made a great politician, for 
- his delivery of this untruth was almost convincing. 


"I am Sorry, Doctor, I was not aware of that." 


Asylum Letter No. VI | E "Weren't you? Never mind. I would prefer it if you were silent. Once again: Attempted 
f | Suicide by leaping into the Thames, prior to which was physically violent towards 
۱ ۱ Guardian, one Count de Rothsberg... Tell me, Emily, do you always aim your hostilit 
perg Er e As cus ini) with the great Dr. Stockill until I had endured five whole Meso high?"  ت‎ E : s 4 i 
days in het s s i sa CA ed in Ward 4 at the top of a steep and narrow | 1۳ 
rcase 5 ree o y fiye ۲ - 
urn tine. I was given to und hez, ny first two being spent in the dark of | ۳ = "I consider my target rather low in this instance, Doctor." 
cre ine don EE MU ed kc. the Doctor was occupied in his laboratory; 
e 2 T S Head Phys : 
considered unusual, as most asylums jsician and Superintendent. This was 


"Do you? Subsequent to rescue from drowning by fishing boat, stole valuable goods irom 


physician in rank and stature, but NS SS a separate chemist who was well below the | | E London merchants. Intent to prostitute. Taken into police custody. Declaration of 
re e IM EH MN aft, aud vas said ae: Arne claimed to elevate chemistry from a | _ A Insanity signed by both present Guardian (C de R) and previous Guardian, the 
useful discoveries," for which he was both ots «periments and making "new and H pe Unfortunate Girl's Musical Conservatoire. There. I suppose you have something clever 


ambitious peers. i resented amongst his equally 1 | | to add to this as well?" 

"Indeed, Doctor. I assume by ‘valuable goods' you are referring to the bit of bread I 
animal instinct from deep within me tola me t S chamber for the first time, an Stole from a baker's cart. While I doubt that the bun was of irrecompensable value to 
my arm, her sharp, skeletal talons digging "eni run, but my escort had a tight grip on | the baker, I was starving, and so it was quite valuable to me, and I am not sorry. I 
her other hand clicked against the large, Need my flesh; the rings on the fingers of 3m "s had no intent to prostitute myself == that claim is false, and the rest such obvious 


As I was led by Madame ilournington to the Doctor! 


opened the Asylum doors to me less than a mox x key she held, the same that had ix | = fiction that I care not to dispute them." 
ad yet achieved of the key; th ` r-ier. This was the closest view I >| | 
9 ae Headmistress's avis d E: peg een to a dull sheen, no doubt ] | T "You accuse the police of lying?" 
h that even diligent polis 9oXed as though it had been much used; 
rickety St*.:case we went, turnin Simply lived too long. Down the | ig 


arriving >- the iedical Floor, 
Mournington tapped lightly, an 


e stark stone landing, and finally 

e door of the Doctor's chamber, Madame E 

rush up my legs and under my shift as I bade us to enter. I felt an icy draft E. | "I consider myself considered mad, and that is all that matters." 
ated with such masculi ۲ 85 I stepped across the th f ; E : 

decor masculine refinement as to y : reshold into a room 3 

deteriorating structure it resided in. e entirely at odds with the 


"Tell me, Emily, with no last name...do you consider yourself mad?" 


"Would it surprise you terribly to know that the Count de Rothsberg is one of the 
Asylum's most generous benefactors?" 
pr. Stockill thanked his mother nost é5 

4, > = ur 81: 
behind his desk of richly polished wood, ور‎ ly, and I w 
fingertips together and looked at me octor tappe 


With 
man ~~ could he dislike me already? With atin nee disdain. I was unknown to this f "Doctor." 
his desk. The Doctor was quite ag nereg E 


delicac n " 
4 5 elegant as J» he lifted a document from 
proudly in the Entrance Hall downstaira, ۳ Portrait I had seen mounted so 


h his black 
grey, and it cannot be denied that he 3 ack hair was now streaked with 
harsher, and the mouth that I had not tee ak crueler in person; the lines were ES ee "Then I suppose you will not be surprised when I inform you that you have been 
sneer as he spoke. at ease with in the painting coiled into 8 NO | | Committed to the Asylum for Wayward Victorian Girls for a stay of infinite length; 
( E | ۱ there is not a soul who cares to petition for your release," 


as left alone with him. From I | "Nothing would surprise me terribly, Sir." 
4 his long, tapered EN 


"Doctor." 


"Ho one's head may be higher than the king's," th 3 I 
, * Doctor said. ۲ | j “Not at all, Doctor." 


but continued to 

۲ Peruse the document, M P f_ "And, as such a clever girl, you surely realize that it is entirely at ny discre 

"I'm sorry; Bir? | “Whether you are ever to see daylight again or not. biis is more, in the eyes of th 
| you are a common criminal, and in my eyes, ۳ کت‎ ees. 4 


He did not look up at me, 


"git!" he barked, 


t my common criminal receives 4 trial, Doctor, and, if it pleases you, send wg nee! 


z eee myself in a wooden, high-backed «t : 3 prison; I would gladly have remained there, as Madame iournington was made quit 
e ps hanging loosely from the back of ie air facing the desk, noting ja: f at the time." 

n E. 1 i x< 
Emily..." he read. "No last name. How tees i shouted the Doctor, having turn 


as terrifically tall, and I 


The Doctor's pattern of speech was thoughtful, alm - 


unenotion ost preme ۲ 1 ' ey s yes from his; I was determined t 
. pes pe y somehow entrancing. I sensea be vaste eee oddly 46 و‎ and he did. Turning round to a cabinet beh 
"a fA silenti MaoHunkipued to read tha ascuhent Ll ieee E ; a small bottle of green liquid and e 
"Attempted i ET d ne did so, I spied something glittering f 
Z pred suicide by leaping into the Thames... A ۲ Um na te tage Sf the artio: 
Very original these days," Insane behaviour indeed, but not ۱ باه‎ Seat V4 ET ORE Ce AUD 


ce piqued my ouriosit, 


Pit wth a "me 
eter و‎ d d Quer dan. Ju. re Louth 


a mempr. Aid Lu 


rchec ite cloth; he had a way of moving his 
Tae or a spider. 


Ps NA 
MTT 
1 ۱ 


e is most often committed ` 


ence, and when the Doctor $ 


as in his coolest, silvery | \ 
.d not turn around, but p \ 
Ae @ ۳ 


ng the window. | 
\ | 
JOHAL 


ULT 


come again sometime."‏ و 


other side of the door, 
8 and exhaled for the 
e entering Dr. 
ber. Then, my arm was 
W that tiadame 
d been waiting just 
Ir for me all the time; 
briskly across the Medical 
e right towards the 
j^ As we walked, I became 
but fetid odor == the smell of 
was not before me; it had 
a ghostly vapor out of the 
amber and down the hall. 


sn very nice chatting with 5 ۱ À ۴ 
Me ye VET CR. Hd ud. s 
t T. 7 } 
| 3 : 


Hospital Entry 14: WHAT VIOLET SAID 


| | I am sitting alone on the shabby green couch in the Day Room as the other inmates are 
either maundering &bout on their own or sitting on the floor, rocking back and forth 
while watching random game shows on the ancient television set. I am taking advantage 


| of this rare moment of relative privacy to write without having to look over my 
shoulder. 


m 
that head of hers. She is staring straight ahead. I try to ignore her, and continue 


writing my pointless memoirs. 


کے a‏ سس سس نسم 


"They'll read that when you're asleep," Violet mutters. 


"What did you say?" 

"mhey'll read that when you're asleep," she repeats. 
"y notebook? Is that what you mean?" 

violet does rot respond. 

"How do you know that, Violet?” 


She stands up and shuffles away. 


"violet?" I call. 


| She doesn't hear me. 


suppose the staff does read my notebook when I turn it in at night? What happens 


petween the moment I hand it to the nurse in the glass booth and the moment she places 
s 
da ue hey à Setting me up. I decide it 
ning of my notebook, back to my life (or; 


it in my closet compartment? Can they do tha 
why they let me have the notebook to begin w 
might be & good idea to go back to the begin 
rather, my existence") of months ago, before I was committed 
receiving my cryptic and still unexplained letters from Emily v 
what I wrote =- just to see how badly I have incriminated mysel 

i pages» trying to decipher my writing, the scrawled WOAS 5 
-- diaries within diaries within diaries... 


t? Maybe they have to do it. Maybe that’ 


before I began 


f. I flip through the 


p It isn't pretty. 
| 


of. Peor and \ hae Ween 
deals intimate 
DE 


violet walks in and comes to join me on the couch. I resent this. She doesn't look at 
e —— she never makes eye contact with anybody, and I wonder what it feels like inside 


With a وال‎ just to see 


telling my blackest secrets 


| Asylum Letter No. VII . 


E. What luck that I should have been allowed the pleasure of an audience with both good 
Drs. Stockill and Lymer on the same day! ۱ j ۰ 


۳ 
e 


My turbulent encounter with the Bloodletting Wing was the perfect antidote to the 
Positively funereal interview I had just arrived from. liadame Mournington dragged ne 


|J towards a set of doors above which was nailed dij Éze plaque engraved with this 
_ ánviting title: fu 


d : 
و‎ emerged carrying between 
(ft, and her striped legs Were | 
"nearly dropped; how fortunate 


The doors crashed open from witiin; two iP 
them a girl paler than death. Bloog soaked her hile 
limp as a rag doll's. The men fumbled and the girljwa 
She was to be unconscious. 


spattered onto the polished Floor, 
d me forward. 


I stood staring down at the drops of blood tye ha 
but my mistress had her pincers in my arm and pul 


"God help me...another sensitive ad she sighed 


I shall describe to you, Diary, the Bloodletting g: It is a vast, open room lined 
With row after row of metal beds on wheels. The be are fitted with thick leather 
Straps and rusty buckles. Upon the walls hang medical tools of & decidedly medieval 
appearance; upon entering, I was quite overwhelmed by the sheer variety of blades; 
Needles, hammers, and other contraptions I did not recognize but could hardly 
envision approaching a human body, to say nothing of healing it. 


"that a veritable host of diseases can be so easily 


n 
How extraordinary," I thought 
dà Tat blood..." 


cured by the draining of the patien 


Headache? Too much blood. Welancholy? Impure blood. - 

Painting from too much bleeding? Bleed so mores o 
bject to the same treatment, and, ina ceris of 
Bleed a girl to within an inch of her life, and 
trouble. Is this how a staff of thirty manages ۱ 


m 


In truth, Diary, it is a miracle! 
۱ Misbehaving? Poison in the blood. 

Any ailment, real or imagined, is SU 
_ thinking, I suppose it is ingenious? 
She hasn't got the strength to cause 
| thousand inmates? Well done, gentlemen. + 


Bing been deposited inside the Bloodletting Wing, 27. Syna, A TRIN E 


3 nisel (whioh I have since learned is called 
Bio was busy pounding a bias’ HM commanded me to wait in the corner of 


Bam) into the arm of another inmat "LEECHING." Ev i 
; i LEECHING. bed in th 
r i ted with the word : sea 
11 Ei was hung a sie d g corner; ihe empty bed was spotted 
ed save one near me in sho had been rushed from th 


Onëcious mere moments 0۰ 


hat the Headmistress 
h was on the day t ۱ 
T بط ی وی‎ doctor had arrivedi pa vAr a zty d 
ON ant ed waistcoat, a monocle secured t ee 

a P tly curled moustache: He h e 
deligh D: 


first 
vat 


ocular 
, dart 


7m no, nol" I cried. "They 11 kill you! They'll kill you, 


ee ee 


as I assumed the jar's tenants never knew the difference, and armed with cases of 
pottled remedies and brightly coloured pills, the Doctor seemed to me like a 
street—peddler or something out of a carnival, for he displayed none of the noble 


bearing I had expected would accompany a man of medicine. I had asked him from whence _ 
the leeches came. 


E 


"These slippery little bloodsuckers begin their lives in your lakes, your swamps == 
tnat sort of place. Little boys and little girls, just like you, are sent bare-legged 
into the water; and there they wait for the leeches to bite into their flesh and hold 
tightly." 


At this, Sachiko ran screaming from the room, but I was transfixed. 


"When their legs are covered with the parasites," the Doctor continued, "the 
children, what we call 'leech-catchers,' are finally allowed to come out of the water. 
Then, after the leeches have had as much blood as they can drink, they fall right off 
wouldn't you know, and the leech-ca&tchers go back into the swamp and do it all over 


again. Would you like to be a leech-catcher, little girl? You could make a penny a 
week, you could." 


I shook my head. He had been trying to frighten me, i he had succeeded. The Doctor 

invited me to watch as he applied the leeches to t eadmistress's chest and throat; j 
the Headmistress herself would never have permitt-a me to stay, but she had swooned in | 
a fever» and the Headmaster was away -- he had gone to retrieve a new &ddition to the | 
Conservatoire from some slum or other. The very worst of it was the way that the E. 
Doctor removed the leeches from the old woman's flesh by pouring salt over their E 
delicate skins; he said he hadn't the time to wait for them to detach on their own as 3 
pe had several more leechings to perform that day. The salted bodies recoiled and fell ] 
onto & very nice china saucer that the Doctor held below then; he had taken the saucer | 
from beneath a teacup placed upon a nearby table -- an act I thought uncommonly rude. Ec) 
Horrified, I »atched as the fallen leeches gushed forth every drop of the blood they 9 


had just Sv wed, and writhed in obvious agony as their skins dissolved. I could not 3n 
sleep for after. | 


Now, it «as my turn. I was lifted onto the bed by a waiting attendant, that same giant 
who had first led me to the Asylum by a collar and leash; he now wore & heavy apron of 
rough leather Stained with great red blotches. Before I could protest, Dr. 
monstrous slave held me down by my shoulders. Nobody spoke to me; I ۷ ' 
pody filled with blood that must come out. A dirty glass jar w 
like the polished, rose-pink vessel I had seen at the Conserv 
"LEECRES" decoratively painted in gold leaf -- and the Docto 
leech by its tail, 


as just another 
as opened -- nothing | 
atoire bearing the word 4 | 
r lifted out a single j | 


Haturally, I did not want the leech on my arm, not because I was afraid of it (though 
it was a good deal larger than I had expected, and I confess I was a little) hic 1 
pecause of the gruesome demonstration I had witnessed back in the وج‎ ato ira and I 
knew that, once the leech's employment was up, the Doctor and his assistants ouis 


our the salt over it, a bowl of which I had already spott 5 5 
A. They would kill it. Spotted upon the stand beside the 


began to scream, as loudly, as hystericall; 
A Hia fighting for the helpless leech's E cie ead e depu e n myself that 
the desired vein (how he chooses one 1۱11 never know), I really was =. Dyner IN 
what I was screaming about anymore. In the center of the room it not ax all certain 
table on top of which were piled towering heaps of specimen das a mabsive wooden 
both living, dead, and undecided, and littered wit 5 containing things 


h blo 5w 
bottles of sanguinary fluid, each labeled with a d en, rags as well as countless 


ifferent inm B's 
gent his assisting brute to retrieve a cracked Porcelain bowl E this scene be 
s ; i 


saw that it was already filled with blood سح‎ someone else's blood 


Having selected a prominent blue vein on the inner par > my werd a ۴ 
one of his fat fingers into the bowl and smeared the peed svar Ameis Doctor 8 : 
was & bit like cheating. When I continued to struggle, the giant Eun sed bini T an 
the bed, pinning my bloody arm and tethering it beside ny face, "I ی‎ hat ی‎ p 
doing,” I said to myself. "They are trying to break me py making me ند‎ S UM To 
approached me with the hapless creature, and I let loose one fin i 1 WESS 


r al bout of A 
this time direoting my outrage more towards the leech than towards the men screaming» | 
* 7 


uu 


" 


you idiot leechi" 


| 


Dr. Lymer nodded to his assistant, who then produced a stiff, yellowed rag and pressed 
it over my mouth. The .eech was suspended over my wrist, perusing its inch of flesh 
- and looking for the perfect spot to sink into. I turned my head away. 


"You might feel a little pinch," I heard the Doctor say. 


His voice seemed distant, as though the words were intended for someone else and not 
for me. Suddenly, I felt the strong desire to watch as the tiny teeth pierced my skin. 
Opening my eyes halfway, I saw the leech for the last time before I lost 
consciousness. As my vision blurred and my eyelids fluttered to a close, I had two 
distinct and peculiar visions: In the first, I saw a wolf with enormous fangs, 
clamping its jaws around my wrist and réfusing to let go. As this vision solidified, 
so did the "little pinch," until it became the searing pain of shredding flesh. In the 
second, I saw a honeybee that, equipped from birth with the instrument of its own 
destruction, by following its natural instinct, buzzes willingly to its death. Oh! as 
I write these words, Diary, this paradox is still upon me: 4 leech tastes blood and 
then it dies. A bee stings only once. Are we, too, born harbouring that within us 
which can also annihilate us? They say I am mad because I attempted to take my own 
life, but, if I exercise my birthright and perhaps even fulfill my destiny, how can I 
be faulted? I am not behaving aberrantly == self-destruction is completely natural. 


No one dies of old age. 
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leeching =” all will come to her as an excruciating surprise. 


Asylum Letter No. VIII 


puring my first week in the Asylum, no one spoke to me, and thank the Lord for it -- I 
had enough to manage simply breathing and standing upright. I have since learned that 
there is a sort of system in place here -- a rather harsh one perhaps, but 
understandable within a hierarchy with few criterion by, which to distinguish the 
queen from the slave. j 
The system is as follows: The new inmate arrives and is immediately sentenced to 
silent neglect by the other inmates, which is only a sentence because she will not 
nave the privilege of being warned or prepared/in any way for the horrors which she 
will soon find herself subjected to. Her first bath, her first examination, her first 


with the passing days, I have begun to realize the purpose of this apparent cruelty: 
it is a sort of test. Would the new inmate be capable of enduring this hell with even 
the slightest degree of sanity after a day? Two days? 4 week? If the poor prisoner 
seemed still to possess some control over her mind and had not fallen prey to babbling 


and hysterics, then she would be welcomed, as I have been, into the most exclusive and 
well-guarded organization within the Asylum: 


The Striped Stocking Society 


The 5.5.5. is a small and secret consortium consisting of the inmates of intellect, 


and existing solely for the purpose of keeping each other alive, for we all know that 
once we lose our wits we will begin to die. 


Asylum Letter No. IX Hospital Entry 15: Rat Dream ۰ 


i Lying in my bed at night (a hideously uncomfortable metal beast, but more on this 
| another time), I have been repeatedly awakened by a scratching sound coming from 
1] somewhere inside the walls. I cannot guess what it is, nor can I locate the exact 


Source, except to say that it seems to be coming from vithin the wall directly behind 
۱ my bed... 


After waking up at four o'clock in the norning yet again, I tried to go back to sleep, 
but fidgeted restlessly as I usually do. Finally drifting off, I had the strangest 
dream...strange even for me. In it, I was lying on a bed high up off the ground. From 
Some dark corner of the small, confining room I was in crawled a rat. Much larger than j 
I imagined any rat had a right to be, it moved along the floor next to my bed. A 
blurred female figure more familiar than I with the comings and goings of the Asylum's | 
resident rodents entered my cell. Cell? Wait a minute...am I dreaming in Emily's world | 
| 
| 


I shall report any progress I make towards enlightenment. 


now? I wonder if this is all going a bit too far... 


"What was that?" I asked the figure, whose face I could not make out, just to be 
certain that my eyes had not deceived me. . ! 


| 
"A rat, of course," she replied, not at all shocked when I told her that the 
approximate size of the rat was bigger than any cat who may have liked to eat it. 


Then, as if to confirm the accuracy of my description, another rat of the same size 
darted from one side of the floor to the other, followed by Some smaller rats as well 
as some big as dogs, all seemingly appearing out of nowhere for the solitary purpose 
of proving their bizarre existence. As this extraordinary scene played out, I looked 
down from my bed with & heady combination of horror and delight, the latter because I 
&o all mushy over any sort of animal, and I am certainly not afraid of rodents, having 
kept pet rats as a child, and the former because, much as I admired them, there is 
Something disconcerting about seeing a mass of living creatures of any species, be it 
Spiders, rats, or humans. ۹ 


> eee — 
ي‎ m 


However, my alarm soon subsided; I was hypnotized by what had become a living, 

bustling carpet of sleek fur in gray and tawny brown, and when a particularly large 

rat (funny how things become relative so quickly) with sleek white fur and a fawn 

colored hood and stripe running down its back scurried to my bedside and raised itself 

to rest its hands (paws? claws?) on the edge, peering at me and sniffing like a hound, 

it seemed to me to be utterly natural, and I let the rat inhale me until it had 

learned whatever secrets I had to hide. When the fawn colored rat had satisfied 

itself, away it scampered, and all of this I believed was a dream until I newer woke | 
up. 


What is happening to me? 


NEL — 73:2 0 


Asylum Letter No. X 


I have been an inmate of the Asylum for Wayward Victorian Girls close on three months 
now, and have come to know the following thing with the utmost certainty: If madness 
exists here, it does not live behind the bars. 


Tor example! 
QUARANTINE: 


*..does not mean "quarantine." It is the dungeon in which y 
for our misdeeds, whether we know what they are or not. The newest inmates do indeed 
pass their first nights here just as I had, but it is not done to protect the rest of 
us against disease from the outside -- it is done only to slaughter any remaining 


Spirit in the poor girl, and to prepare her, by way of a good 3 ^ 
come, if a "life" it can be called. : ene SEE Hus TOR E 


e are thrown to be punished 


BATHING: 


This must be one of the most inhuma 
(everything here is unpleasant), 
with, do you remember, Diary, how we are all to come fory 
doused by the watering hose? Well, oftentimes, one of th 
prisoners will not realize that she is one of the ten 
with the rest. Having learned well that ali attention 
around her will whisper nervously, prodding her onw 
disobedient girl is dragged away by heavy 


Chamber. Here, the wretch will be Submerged in i 
x cy water. If z 
to breath, then the treatment is deemed a Success, and i e reacts and PECORE E 
round, never nind the near certainty that the patient will di جوز بو‎ ELEAN al P. 
cold-induced illness. If she happens to drown &nd 50 does E E cae ee 
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This reminds me terribly of the witch tr d I had 
girl suspected of being a witch would be bound hand and f eru egi o 
water. If the accused floated to the Surface and did n A Oot, then dropped into deep 
proclaimed a witch indeed and burned alive, If, waives pri. ۳۱۳۷ she 8 
surface and drowned as any mortal creature Surely ی‎ She did not float to the 
proclaimed innocent and not a witch after all. Of co pe than the girl would be 
then, it seems to me to have been Something of و‎ Te ein she was quite dead by 
z |? State of affairs. 
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DINING 2 


An alarm sounds at half-past six e 

our cells assemble in the Dining Fes qe ی‎ 1 i 
ceremony unlike any you will eyer witness else ی‎ 
shouting amongst the girls who either always A 
while a solemn silence and downoast eyes peter 
still a few of our wits left. An enormous 


one end of each of the several dozen table 
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sides and onto the warped wooden floors now encrusted with filth as a result of this. 
| In each pot is a rusty ladel. The girl to reach the table first fills each of a tall 
Stack of tin bowls, dented and scratched, and often having not been washed since the & 
last meal, then passes them out one by one to the rest of the inmates as we crowd 
around her to receive our share. We then take our places on the long wooden benches 
flanking the tables. This may sound bearable enough, but prepare yourself! The soup is i 
made of whatever scraps are leftover from the staff's meals, and supplemented by | 
whatever is left of ours from the previous day. The Asylum diet consists primarily of |: 
this soup because, not only is it a practical choice from the point of view of the 


kitchen staff, requiring no effort to make as well as being the perfeot solution to 
the problem of kitchen waste (that problem making the kitchen a favorite haunt for the 
many rats who inhabit the Asylum), but it can also be both served and eaten with a 
Spoon ~~ rather important criteria within an institution that does not allow the use 
of forks and knives. (We are given to understand that this denial of sharp objects is 
done so that we cannot injure ourselves, but, as the staff is only too happy to use 
Sharp objects against our persons, I have come to suspect that the withholding of 
proper flatware is rather so that we cannot injure the staff.) 


We are always kept hungry to ensure that we are too weak to cause much trouble, or to 
fight the staff when they cause trouble for us, although many girls fight anyway, 
using that preternatural strength that often accompanies madness, or desperation. 
Despite our hunger, some of us don't eat any breakfast at all on days when the soup is 
particularly foul -- when it contains rotting meat for example == though we are 
fortunate to rarely have meat anyway as it is considered too costly. Still others 
don't eat at all, neither at breakfast nor at any other time, and it is a wonder to 
the rest of us that they are yet living. 


result of this. Personal Note: Eat whatever possible, whenever possible.) 


The last sort of inmate is she who will ravenously devour whatever is set before her, ; 
and will then set upon the bits leftover by those who can't stomach them. I envy those 
_ iris; they are most often the ones who have been here longest, and have lost all ۱ 

sense of what is beyond eating, beyond seeing, beyond thinking. No delicacy remains in 
them, a loss that serves them well, for, without delicacy, they can attend solely to 
the business of their own survival. I still have my delicacies, and so, most of the 
time, I starve. For our dinner, we are each given a chunk of stale bread, and without 
this I would surely have turned to dust already. Occasionally, one of the doctors will 
have had some visiting inspector or other for supper in his quarters (a bit nicer than 
Ours, So I hear), in which case one of the more sympathetic kitchen maids may toss us 
a few biscuits or a lump of sugar, though she is dearly punished for it if caught; 
these little gifts seem only to cause chaos and, in truth, are better done without; 
there is always one of the stronger girls ready to snatch up the booty and tie it in 
the hem of her shift or stow it down her stocking, all the while growling viciously at 
anyone who comes too close. Once back in our wards, the hoarded goods will be used as 
currency. The metal spoons we sometimes manage to nab from the breakfast table are a 
highly sought after treasure as well; this explains why it is most often the Stronger - 
or the faster girls who have the largest spoon collections, some numbering into the — 
hundreds, and all stashed inside their thin straw mattresses. I suppose that, if 
you're not going to get a good night's sleep anyway, you may as well have a lot of 
Spoons. 


At breakfast one Sunday, a rat was found floating dead in the soup pot. It was my tu 
to serve, and so it was I who saw it first. I had not wept during my entire | 
incarceration to that point, but now, the futility of our collective efforts to Th 
4 Nhehave" or to "get batter" in the hope of release, the complete and utter a: 
opelessness of our situation, all descended upon me, and a profound sorrow flo 
ery being as I looked down at the poor creature, paws outstretched, reaching fo 
edom even as he died; I could do nothing but hide my face in my hands, In line 
nd me was the girl with the mass of black hair, the same that had frighten 
ine on my first night in the Asylum. She was again wearing her tri 
ded paper. I think it was meant to resemble something a pirate: x 
as made up of bits of our striped wallpaper (the same 
tries on) supplemented with druggist receipts and 
doubt found lying about the unswept floo ۲ 
other girls, I discovered that this curious ch 


't sound like a real name to ne. 


n 
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x یس‎ e en A 


> Rouge peered into the soup pot to see what had upsét me so. Then, something 1 
kable happened. As I sat on the bench, wiping away my tears, Jolie quietly lifte 
| bowl and filled it with the rat soup. Suddenly, she turned and flung the bowl 
` directly at one of the attendents (which the girls call "Chasers" for obyious reasons 
employed to keep the lunatics under control during mealtimes. The Chaser was stunned; 
there was a collective gasp -- anyone could guess the consequence of such a rebellious 
act. Knowing, as so many mad girls do, that silence is made to be broken, one of the 
inmates at the far end of the room erupted in hysterical shrieks of laughter. All at 
once, the entire Hall burst into a riot of wila shouting and flying soup bowls. As the 
Soiled Chaser lunged at Jolie, she leaned towards me, saying, "Take the rat...we bury 
him in the Walking Yard today!" Jolie was dragged away; the other Chasers on duty were 
making comical attempts to quell the chaos, and I say my opportunity. I fished the rat 
from the pot by his tail, stripped off the one of my stockings that was not covering 
the still-hidden key, and stuffed the dead animal inside. Once the mayhem had been 


contained, we were led back to our Cell Blocks and locked inside again. I had managed 
to sneak in my bundle unnoticed. 


Hospital Entry 16: GO FOR THE PROTEIN 


From time to time, the asylum "Nutritionist" chooses to interrogate me yet again on 
the topic of why I persist in denying that I have an eating disorder. It seems I 
cannot persuade her that, between living in a state of constant terror and having 
developed a nervous shake that never goes away, there is no way that I will not 
continue to shed weight whilst I am being held under these conditions. I am not 
throwing up what little food I can digest -- I don't need to. The Nutritionist is 
convinced that I an lying, and I am convinced that she is a bitch., 


Every Sunday afternoon, those who are able are allowed to Stretch their legs in the 
Walking Yard, which is really nothing more than a small, fenced-in patch of dirt 
guarded by a Chaser whose solution to every problem is a hard Strike across the face 
with his baton; because of this, broken lips and black eyes are quite common things to 

i see emerging from the Yard, but, to most of us, the air is worth the injuries. When I 
arrived at the gate of the Yard that afternoon, one missing stocking and a dead rat 

| held behind my back, Jolie Rouge came to meet me. Her arns were covered in fresh 
purple bruises and she walked with a linp; I knew she had been severely punished for 
her actions taken on my behalf, but before I could say anything in apology, she 


pointed to the far corner of the Yard. Eight girls, all of w ] ] 
as members of the Striped Stocking Sooi , Whom I would soon know ۵۵ 


concealing it from the Chaser on w 
aside to allow us into the circle, 
weeds against their chests, 


Funny, though, how aid emerges from the most unexpected corners. Kara, the very same 
who was roomed next to me down in the ER, that Kara, the violent, raving lunatic, 
infamous for purposely befouling her own bed, is now living upstairs in Psych Ward A 
West alongside me, Lucy, Violet and the rest of the nad and nopish. On the day 
following my "intervention," I'd been stuck in the Dining Room trying desperately to 
choke down what I could if only to prove everyone wrong. The other inmates had already 
turned in their trays and gone to the Day Room (which is also the Morning Room and the 
Night Room, being the only room with a television...actually, it's the only 
recreation room at all). Despite my affection for all things soy, as well as my 
sincere gratitude to the cafeteria stafi for caring enough to finally provide a source 
of protein that I could actually eat, I couldn't stomach the veggie burger in front of 
me, huge and with all the trappings. To be perfectly realistic, there was no way that 
I was ever going to be able to eat as long as I was in this kennel, not ever. And yes, 
y I would lose weight, and yes, the staff would all be thrilled with themselves because 
۱ their convictions would be justified, and then they would force=feed me and watch me 
get fat, which I know would be a great victory for them. 


"The deceased is now present," 


funeral commence." ۳۳۹۵۳۳۹۹۹۹ VOTRE IS Ban peculiar accent. 


"Let the 


I stepped forward and Produced the rat fro 


m the stock ۰ 
placed the body in the &round and ceremoni us 


Kneelin T EL 
| ously laid the s & in the dirt, 


tocking over it. 


; ack and god knows what else, walked in to the Dining Room. 
B ee open, revealing pretty much everything I never wanted to 
See, and she was swigging a huge bottle of prune juice like it was tequila. Kara sat 
down at my table. I knew that I needed to ingest something with nutritional value == 
that I'd really get sick without vitamins, but I was visibly suffering, every SEIEN 
taking an eternity to get down. The bread is always the worst; my anxiety, as well as 
the medicine, dries out my throat, and we never have enough water, probably because, 
if we did, we would be constantly pestering the staff to unlock the bathroom. I knew I 
Was being watched and that everything I left on my tray would end up on some chart, 


and then I'd never get out of here. 


"Shouldn't we say a prayer or something?" 
: 6?" asked 
tiny frame set off by large brown eyes. aE looking blond girl with & 


"I think Plea's right," said the 


girl next to her, TT 
mother died. Who should say it?" 


58w it done that way when my 


"Yalentine should say it. It's her rat," said Jolie, turning t 
o me, 


"Yalentine?" I asked. 


ا 
E a :‏ 


"Your birthmark," she explained, pointing to ny cheek Slouched in her chair, Kara lethargically looked at me and said, "Hey Pink, don't m 


1 
&round with the bread. Just go for the protein." 


"Ah...well, I wasn't exactly born with i : 
t 1 > 
s I'm afraid..." 1 ht of such a simple solution on my own, and so I pushed the substant 
LI 
"I know," EE D Ee as much as I could of the veggie patty, once miorowaved, now 


) Por one precious second, I felt like I had someone on my side. 


l I asked the girls to kneel, and they did, 


LIII 
"Dear Lord in Heaven," I began, 
glorious Kingdom, for he was not 


of the obligation to eat what was 


"please accept + 
merely another 
Surely a blood 


his Poor, drow 
Asylum casual 
J awful po 


ned creature into Thy 
ty -- he also relieved 
t of Soup," 


5 ` P "eating disorder" investigation, I’ve gotten to thinking ab 
E B ind ET on such a thing. It happened during what I call 
ER 1 experience," and it was brought on by the most degrading part of 
lor ape the Photo Shoot. After several successive long nights recordin a 
et jne morning to a 5tudio where a stereotypically gay make-up 
od a n hand, to paint my gothic pallor stereotypically orang 
verybody knows that sun-kissed girls make better 
do, right? The make-up guy was a perfect peach 
yeot the shoot. She pinched and poked at 
me in such a way as to conceal m, 
I looked exactly M 
OE AES iT, BD: 


۳ سس سس‎ 2 en 
ج‎ — — Se ص میت‎ 


3 ‘She might as well have told me I was the most disgusting creature in existence, which 
incidentally, is what I felt like at the time for even caring about such things; even _ 
then, I knew better than to concern nyself with anyone's opinion of my ass. And yet, 
wae crushed, and so I did what any teenage girl would do +- I stopped eating. I dian! 
eat for so long that there came a day when I couldn't stand up without falling right 


back down again. Even now, I am more ashamed of not e 
ating then I ever 
' being "fat." & er could be for 


Look To Your Frewer! 
وج‎ 


"Asylum Letter No. XI , 


Why, Diary! I've only just realized that I have not yet mentioned the walls. 


Two days after my incarceration within the Asylum for Wayward Victorian Girls, I was 
removed from Quarantine and placed into Ward A, Cell Block 2. If you recall, it was on 
my first night in Ward A that I found the little silver pencil. There are several 
floors lined with cells within the Asylum. The cell blocks are arranged by age groups, 
With Block 1 housing the inmates even younger than I. I had been assigned a miserable, 
rusted bed in a cell housing more than one hundred other girls. The cell walls are 

_ Solid on three sides, while prison bars stretching from floor to ceiling make up the 

y fourth, which looks out onto the corridor that runs the length of the Ward. The solid 
walls are papered over with the same broad, black and white striped print to be found 
throughout much of the Asylum. This is, no doubt, an attempt to disguise the orumbling 
State of the walls beneath, but I can still see a thick film of filth, the mold 
multiplying in every corner, and the questionable stains left by decades of 
Prisoners. The paper has aged badly, and the black and white are merging together into 


a dogdy grey. 


D 


— 
2 
= 


‘Ward B is the ward nobody wants to be transferred to. The inmates of Ward B are 
Subjéoted to the same tortures as we, and much worse besides. I am told that the girls 
there are kept in chains and manacles, some being strapped down to wooden boards for 


j | FROM APPY Aw ANOTHER! Years on end, some trapped in cages that allow no movement of any kind, and all being 

i a "TU never yr Grammed into a den not fit for an animal; the tales of terror are endless, and are & 

| HUSBANDS: y Wr | Popular topic amongst the Ward A girls as, after the gas-lamp in the corridor has been 

} | ۳ e t oring again, ۱ extinguished, we lie in our beds and whisper. What I did not know at the time was that 

| "T used tofind or Jn twice we were, in fact, under constant threat of peing transferred to Ward B, for it didn't 

f my & wee mal take much. I have since seen several girls cross over for the most miniscule offences; 
. L 


altered; most do not return at all. 


[vife such a bore 
That L employed. 
Prostitutes.. .and. 


Some return to Ward A months later unrecognizeably 


eek when I woke in the night to discover something 
ripes on the walls around me appeared to 


Sri voran: 


I had survived in Ward A only & W 


Who could blame Y Peoul least: the st 
| me? Her waistwas Sure, I brought | s. cM to Be raa cd this Just as I say it. I swear upon what little I hold dear 
1 hopping Iinchest omea sexually thet. vr d ing slowly upon the surface, undulating like seaweed 
۱ ۱2 ۷ opping IBinchest transmitted that the stripes were writhing through a stream. After a few days in the 
Ut now, with the i ۱ beneath ocean waves, or snakes gliding Y ;y to hallucinate when you're bein 
: disease, bukSHE 3 ust your eyes; it's easy to hatllucin 8 
|help of وان‎ a DESERVE Asylum, you learn not to tr ras dimly lit by a half 
| 9 ESERVED Tr] — Eb h of your life on a daily basis. The cell was y ya ha ۱ 
(CORSETS che has © v i _ bled to within an inch ot y : hidden in shadows, and I supposed I could be 
reduced to only ۱ Her waist WoS, Ee: moon; much of ee ee I sat up and tried to focus my eyes. From the — 
۱ v dr from co bu 
12 inches around, Monstrous raa solves ine a small voice. "ch 


— bed two down from mine came 


and our marriage 

| fhas never been 

4 | better! THanks, 
۱۱۱۱۸۱۹۵۱ Corsets!” 


"You see it, don't yous..." 


tine, this was the first time I had been spoken to i " 
xcluded from all conversation sinoe my arrival due 1 ۲ 
t I have already described. ss 


e my first night in Quaran 
@nother inmate, having been © 
‘the social testing period tha 


is i 2" I whispered. 9 
as seeing ۵۵ beyond impossible, I felt mysel : 
vement of the stripes, and I rose fr 


I knew that what IW 
is the wall by the hypnotic mo 


We 4p 
A p 


you've been here long enough. It didn't take long for you, did it..." 


"How is it possible?" I asked. 
"This place is packed with ghosts, you know. Some think that it's the spirits of the 1 


&irls who used to sleep here living in tne walls, but I don't know 
EN eoe ; on now...sometimes I think 


I returned to my Haa and watched the walls creep until light came through the bars of 
the tiny window. Now, weeks later, the striped walls still move, and I, too, am 
NE VV n house of madness is alive, though, in truth, I rarely think on it 
anymore; 5 just there -- just another thin one grows accustomed ik 

talking rats. s : SST 


Be. Did you know that this place ¥ 
| It'S true, I can assure you, for mae 
LN9uldn!t you say? And no wonder it’s | 
Eu all be buried alive ۰ 


Asylum Letter No. XII 1 


It was the day after the burial of the soup rat that I heard it again: the scratching. 
It came from somewhere behind my bed, I was sure of it...in the wall perhaps, or 
beneath the floor...from somewhere I couldn't reach. It was incessant, persistent, 
and it seemed to come nearer with every passing minute. 


Before we are marched back to our cells every evening, all of us inmates are lined up 
in the Ward Hall and given pills and foul-tasting liquid concoctions to make us sleep, 
and for God only knows what else. These do not affect me anymore as I have gradually 
become insensitive to their influence, and, thus, I lie awake, listening to the 
Scratching and going silently mad. I had to expose the source or I would get no rest; 
NO rest means greater susceptibility to illness and infection, and that, of course, 


means death. 


Stuffed inside my mattress was the sad stash of bits and pieces that I had pinched 
from wherever I could, whenever I could: the end of a candle from Dr. Stockill's 
laboratory, a match from the floor of Dr. Lymer's torture chamber, three spoons, my 
Silver pencil, and several scraps of paper (I had learned the fine art of hoarding 
from the Asylum rats, for I loved to watch them as they gathered and stored their 
Crumbs and sundry treasures). I lit the stub of wax and inspected my cramped 
Surroundings. Searching beneath my bed, I found a small pile of debris just below a 
tiny hole in the wall, not more than an inch or two off the floor. ås I watched, the 
hole &rew larger, created by something drilling its way through from the other side. 
Not knowing what was coming, but admittedly anxious, I backed away from the bed and 
Waited, Suddenly, all was silent. I-held my candle near the ground; something I could 
Not yet See crossed the flame's path, and a shadow grew large on the opposite wall -- 
a shadow of something awful. A profile projected in clear gotai oo ee Ex 
Wallpaper. I saw a pair of sharp claws outstretched, a long, snake-like tail, and 


there sat I with nowhere to run! 
Then, fr rged. So this was my oreature! It was of a 

om b bed, a rat emerg 3 
TeSpectable PEPIS IRE more. The rat sat up on its haunches an RES itself 
horoughly of the dust and dirt, licking its wee pane wen cu ^os aero 
Straightening its whiskers. After a final shake, it looked up ^ 


n 
Well: It's about bloody time!" said the rat. 


"n 
I beg your pardon?" said I. 
۲ 3 2 dinary that such a poorly 
lasted wall. Extraor y 
B Pom wall, isn't it? It's quite exhausted 


“acted directly 
a y of Us were there at the time. Quite mad, 


fallin 


n 
It's taken me ages to get throug 
Made building should have such 4 


PRS rat advanced towards me. 


ve any orumbs, would you?" he asked, rubbing his 8 


hopeful. 
t of my shift I had tied up) for any x 


ay, you wouldn't happen to pe 
her in a gesture tragically 


hed my pocket (really just a bi 
۱ d from dinner. $ 
۱ وراه‎ terribly sorry. 


" ald. 4 E 
ip PM no matter at 


matter, dearier 


on top of the city's trash heap? . 


g down around us, don't you think? No doubt - 


رو سس تس سس Eurum perii‏ 


MA‏ سی ی جاج مه 


The rat hopped up to my knee and stood tall on his hind legs, clearing his fury _ 
throat as though preparing to say Something exceedingly important. : 
"I, dear lady, am Sir Edward, formerly prized pet of the young Queen Victoria, now 
Ambassador of the League of Plague Rats, and I am at your service, Madame." He bowei 
his head, and continued on. "It is with the deepest gratitude for the kind ; 
consideration you showed to our dearly departed Percy, Head of the League's ill-fat 1 
‘Operation Pantry!, that I have Come, on behalf of the League, to present you with a 
token of our appreciation and devotion." Sir Edward then jumped down to the floor, 
shouting, "Onward, Plague Rats!" 


All at once, & small army of rodents marched out from beneath the bed. On their backs 
they shared the burden of a stuffed toy bear. Faded pink, rather shabby, with patches 
covering torn bits and a missing eye, the bear also had Specks of what appeared to be 
dried blood matted deep into its scrappy fur. 


1 
y 


"And, halt!" commanded Sir Edward. He addressed me once again. "Several years ago, the. 
Asylum was graced by the presence of a young lady just about your age. She was as' good 
& soul as God makes, and was a great friend to the League. It was at that time that the 
۱ villainous murderer known as Dr. Lymer was appointed, and she, our lady, was his firs 
victim, being bled to her most untimely death." " 


| 4 pre 


4% this, the rats gathered behind Sir Edward bowed their heads. 


"AW 


Wess" they sighed in unison. 

Sir Edward waved his paw towards the bear. 

"Her only belonging we now present to you, my dear." 
"Por me?" I was overwhelmed by the gift, yet I knew that I must respond appropriately 


to such a venerable company as had now congregated around me. "Well! I am honoured, 


and I shall keep it well, though I do hope it won't mind living ingide my pitiable 
mattress." 


I took up the tattered toy and was instantly overcome with a profound sadness. The 
thing seemed to carry within it the pain of all who had suffered within these walls, 


and tears rose to my eyes. 


"I am sorry," I said, "I don't know what could be the matter with me." 


D 


& Small white rat with a black hood uttered a whimper in sympathy; the larger rat nee 
to him delivered a playful slap to the back of his head. A moment later, and I had 
composed myself. 


"I will cherish and protect it, and I do thank you all very much." 


With a parting bow, Sir Edward led his League back beneath my bed and towards the hole 
in the wall that they had entered by. Before disappearing, he turned back to me. 


"If you don't mind, dearie, I shall leave this tunnel 


۰ i we may have nee 3 
of each other in the coming days." PU MEE 7 E 


"Of course, Sir Edward. Oh! 
mean.” 


And I almost forgot to thank you...for the pencil, b us 
& Ree 


بت 1109 سس 


Asylum Letter No. XIII 


Sir Edward comes to see me quite frequently now that his tunnel is finished, and 
through which he very kindly brings me the paper on which to write these contin CEA 
entries. Such is the reason for the disorderly appearance of this collective 
manuscript, for one day he may present me with a lovely sheet of parchment thieved 
from Madame iiournington's carved walnut secretary, and, on the next, a simple sorap of 
brown paper used to wrap the deliveries of deadly chemicals to the Asylum; still the 
next, he may produce nothing more than a torn strip of the striped wallpaper, 
something I could easily obtain for myself, but which is of infinitely greater value 
coming from my dininutive friend. 


There is a fair amount of hollow space inside the crumbling walls where the rats 
stockpile the riches they collect, for rats are exceedingly fond of collecting things 
(the League has been building up an impressive store of pencil lead for me in the 
Space behind my bed, this portal having proven quite valuable indeed). They seem 
always to hoard as though planning for some future event, though whether or not they 
know what that event may be I cannot say, and have never asked. I often observe one of 
the League toiling for hours to reach a strip of paper peeling from high up on the 
iae رس وین‎ P succeed, the rat will take his hard-won prize and tuck it away 
nside one of e many hidey hole 8 y E 1 
کر‎ r oQAT y S, only to scurry directly back to the wall to do the 


When the inevitable day comes that the world will use scraps of Striped wallpaper as 
currency, the rats will be well prepared, and so I, for one, shall’ not laugh at them 
lest I need to borrow money in future. i 

"mm. 


"Did you sail ina 1 d 
Sails and a great black flag? 


1 


Asylum Letter No. XIV ; 


It is easy to be thrown into Quarantine -- too easy. Refusing to take the medicine you 
know will make you sick...struggling against the Chasers as they drag you to the 
Hydrotherapy Chamber to be nearly drowned...speaking to Madame Mournington as she 
patrols the Ward before the lights go out, swinging her Ward Key on its chain as if to 
taunt us with the very tool of our freedom...any disturbance in the Asylum's enforced 
peace can land a girl down in the dank, dark dungeon until someone remembers to let 
her out, which may not happen for days, or even weeks. 


Having served her sentence for the soup rat incident, Jolie Rouge has returned from 
Quarantine at last to join us upstairs in Ward 4, Cell Block 2. Nights are difficult 
for me to endure; I have too many dreadful memories still playing out inside my head 
like a shadow that I can never lose, and so I sleep wretchedly, clutching the shabby 
pink bear I know I am far too old to be sleeping with. Still, it gives me some small 
comfort, and I have named it Suffer, for I am sure that it has witnessed much of 
suffering here. I often wake several times in the night to see Jolie Rouge crouched 
upon her bed across trom mine, her slight frame turned to face the cell door in frozen 
anticipation, just as I had seen her on ny first night in Quarantine. I cannot tell 
when she sleeps, for surely she must, and I have begun to wonder whether it is 


possible to sleep with one's eyes open. 


Though she has been kind to me, I must be truthful and say that Jolie Rouge frightens 
me a little. I do not think I am alone in this sentiment =- I can see it in the eyes of 
the younger girls who flock around her as she stalks the Ward Hall during the day, — 
walking the perimeter and oonstantly going to the small, barred window as though 
watching for something, or someone. These girls &dmire her, for she is one of those 
rare souls who seem to contain a reserve of renewable strength deep within, and I 
think they do believe that she is looking out for them; everyone knows that Jolie 


keeps watch at night. Still, they are intimidated by her. 


e sat bent over our garbage soup in the Dining Hall, a talkative girl 
olie the reason for her commitment to the Asylum. The girl 
and knew nothing of protocol or inter-Aisylum politics. 
her head rising proudly beneath its nest of matted 


One morning as w 
of perhaps fourteen asked J 
herself had only just arrived, 
Jolie looked up from her bowl, 
hair. 


"I, you may as well know, am a pirate," said she; "and I was oaptured in battle." 


"Oh!" gasped the girl. : Ad 


d be heard from two older girls àt ihe iar end of the table. 


Muffled laughter coul POM 
= I remained quiet, desirous of hearing the tale quite as much | 


Jolie took no notice. 
the new inmate ۵ + 


real pirate ship?" the girl eagerly asked. "The proper sort 


Pree I did." Jolie replied, clearly glad for the chance to share her st‏ ۶و 
for it was my ship and I was its Captain =~ my ship was the prettiest sh‏ -- 


sail the high seas." 2 


MT سس‎ —Á مہ‎ S 


"It was all to do with my First Mate, you see. We were under attack, and the enemy 
my First iate before I could stop them. They came in the night as I was sleeping; 


which is not a fair way to fight, but they were not honourable pirates like I am. A — 
pirate captain needs her First late...you know that, don't you?" 


t 


"Oh yes, of course I do!" said the girl, her eyes wide. 


åt the other end of the table, the giggling continued, interrupted now and then by 
mocking squeals of "Ahoi! Ahoi!" 


— Hospital Entry 17: MEASURING THE.DISTANCE 


"But didn't you fight them back with your sword?" asked the incredulous newcomer, who 1 ۱9 
obviously believed every word of the tale. 


Again, Jolie did not respond. 


There is something that I realized about society long before I was committed, and it 
is that people are rabidly fascinated by tales of life inside of a mental institution. 
This is a phenomenon that stretches back hundreds of years, as evidenced by the 
numerous observer reports of lunatic asylums throughout the seventeenth, eighteenth, 
and nineteenth centuries all the way up to the plethora of books written about these 
institutions and the lives inside of them even now, not to mention the movies 
depioting it all. 


"Of course I did!" exclaimed Jolie, in a sudden burst of indignation. "And you nay 
believe that the enemy did not sail away unscathed." She collected herself before 
adding in a somewhat conspiratorial tone, "I was said to be a rather dangerous pirate, 
you know." 

Prom amongst the group rose a tall girl with her hair in long, loose braids. Why is this? 
"Well then, iliss Rouge, why don't you tell us the most dangerous thing you ever did? 
We're all dying to know.” 


I believe it is because an asylum is a parallel universe with its own rules and social 5 
Structure, and is therefore different and interesting, but also because people want 

to know if they could ever end up here as well. It is the same reason why people are so 
disturbingly obsessed with celebrities, their relationships, their ups and downs, 
their eating disorders... "Am I like them?" people wonder, half revolted by the idea 3 
that they could be, half wishing that they were. 


Jolie turned to face her antagonist with perfect caln. 
"I carved a man's eye out." 
There was a collective silence, and the girl sat down again without a word. As the 


rest of us turned back to our breakfasts, the only sounds remaining were the clatter 
of bowls and spoons, and the mutterings of lost minds from the tables around us. 


People aren't just reading -- they're measuring the distance. 


If I ever get out of here, I wonder if I will write about it. And, if I do, will I 
disclose all? Am I brave enough? 
Lord knows the wards are full of storytellers -- some mad with delusion, others simply 


poasters, and still others concocting fables simply for entertainment, as we had not 
much else with which to amuse ourselves, or each other. Yet, despite her fragile build 
and refined, fairie-like features, there was something in Jolie's voice that 
compelled the girls to wonder whether it all might be true. I myself wondered. 


Oh, who the fuck am I kidding? I'll tell people more than lhey ever wanted to know. 
I'll never shut up. 


Perhaps the doctors know this. Perhaps that is why I am still here. 


On the afternoon of that same day, as we whiled away the hours between bleedings and 
purgings, I observed Jolie sitting alone before the barred window in the communal Ward 
Hall. She stared out onto the grounds behind the Asylum. Vultures circled at our eye 
level, for we were very high up. Jolie had been sitting thus fora very long time when 
I rose from my adopted spot in the corner where a pair of rats sniffed the ground 
around my feet, searching for crumbs that weren't there. The rats followed me as I 
wove my way through the sea of despondent souls, bodies and filth covering the floor. 
I arrived at the window; Jolie would not look at me, but I could see that her eyes 
glistened with all the tears she was holding back. I longed to touch her, to comfort 
her in some way, but I did not dare. 


But I'm not the only one. They say that it is in the best interest of hospitals to get 
the patients in and out as quickly as possible, and, as such, to rehabilitate them as تک‎ 
quickly as possible, as opposed to the way things worked deoades ago when patients ` 
Stayed for years, or, more often, for life. I have not found this to be true. Th 
Staff seems quite happy to have me stiok around interminably; they have not tr 
with any degree of swiftness, nor have they endeavored in any way to speed my d: 
back into society. I see patients who have been here for months, even years 
whom I feel certain will never go home, who have set up their own little areas, 
own halt of a couch, who have made themselves surprisingly comfortable des ] 
| extremely uncomfortable environment they reside within. They have been here s 
_ that they feel it is their home, and they treat it as such. Ec 


Tu glare in de Lui P 
xr 
A Inm bero i 1 


۱۱ me 


"I believe you," I said. And, for what it was worth, I did. 3 
Jolie Rouge said nothing, showing no sign that she had even heard my words. One of the d 
rats had crawled up to my shoulder, and I moved to return to my corner where I would 8 
wait ior a Chaser to lead me to Dr. 816016111۲1 5 laboratory for a dose of some awful 
liquid that was sure to make me ill. I had retreated only a few steps when, without 
turning her head, Jolie finally spoke. 


""hank you." 
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atone for her apprehension as much as for the sake 
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Asylum Letter No. XVI es 


Asylum Letter No. XV 
Madame Mournington is most present whenever there is to be a visit from any important 
personage to whom the "presentable" apartments will need showing, or whenever a new 
inmate is being delivered by unsuspecting guardians for whom the staff will put on 
their stage play in the Entrance Hall, filled with tea and cakes and groveling 9 
butlers. It is due in large part to these elaborate demonstrations that the Asylum for 
Wayward Victorian Girls maintains its status as the pre-eminent and most 
forward-thinking madhouse in the country. 


-With each new addition to our army of little girls, our knowledge of what is happen 

in the outside world grows. It is most fascinating, Diary, to see what sort of 
creatures are committed to the Asylum: girls in the flower of youth, young brides, 
mothers, ladies with formidable educations, some having been teachers, some writers, 
poets, artists, &ccomplished musicians...even girls from the so-called "lower 
professions," Vaudeville performers, dancers, and an exorbitant number of prostitutes 
grace our decaying institution, and I am not surprised to find cantivating characters 


and worthy friends amongst all of our ranks. 
While Madame Mournington is an essential ingredient in maintaining the Asylum's 


fagade, our mistress's most vital role is that of guardian and sole operator of the 
Asylum's Ward Key. She has the key about her always, most often turning it over in her 
hand, or swinging it on the silver chain dangling from the chatelaine pinned ever at 
her waist. The Ward Key opens the front doors of the ASylum, but, more importantly, it 
unlocks the prison-barred landing of the Lunatic Wards, formally known as the Ward 
Hall. Past the bars, the Hall shoots off in opposite directions, one door leading East 
to Ward A, the other West to Ward B. The separate wards are locked as well, and open by 
the same key. iadame iiournington permits no copies to be made, not even for the 
Chasers entrusted to guard us during the day, and so she is required to appear early 
every morning zo that we may be led to the Dining Hall, and late every night as we are 
locked away again. I can see that iadame iournington takes &reat pride in this duty; 
she is necessary to the institution, and I believe that this knowledge of bein needed 
is the only thing that fulfills her, for, as far as I can tell, she is al 1 1d 
woman who has but little else. ' ne VE 


There is a voluptuous beauty called Veronica who occupies the bed next to mine in Ward 
A. Veronica had begun her career as a dance hall girl, but had later developed her own 
act, or so she says. She also claims to be an expert knife thrower who never misses 
her target. Veronica delights in telling us about her life on the stage, her tales 
faithfully peppered with racy anecdotes entirely unsuitable for younger ears. While 
perhaps eccentric (and who isn't?), Veronica has only two legitimate oddities that I 
ean perceive, the first being her absolute belief that she has been pardoned and is 
being sent home the very next day, every day. It is tragic indeed to see her delude 
herself so, but, when the next day finally arrives, she seems to have no recollection 
of having said the very same thing the day before, and goes on to say it again. I came 
to realize that it is precisely this delusion that enables Veronica to exist from one 
day to the next with her ebullient personality intact, for she is one of the few who 
have managed to keep her muliebrity, her "womanly charms" alive inside this hell, and 
she knows it. She is quite notorious for loudly calling out to the Chasers as they 
patrol the corridor outside of our bells, and taunting them into giving her things she 
wants (usually a bit of food, a cigarette, or a newspaper) in exchange for particular 
"favours." Her shouts of, "Who wants to kiss me?" echo through Ward A at least thrice 
daily. And this leads us to Veronica’s second oddity: She seems always to be in the 
act of taking off her clothes, and makes quite a show of it, almost as though she were 
still on the stage before the limelight and a voracious audience. I do in faot believe 
that she is most at ease in a state of nudity, for, even with matted hair and covered 
in bruises and cuts, she never stops the show, and I hope she never will. 


Madame ilournington behaves as the mistress of the institution w 
ordering the staff about and declining to enter the more unplea 
elderly and the deformed are locked away, for, w 
discovered this after watching her pass unpertu 
who had died chained to her bed ~~ the girl had been bound 

sleepwalking, and had been left there for more than a e Wie anl IN 
noise and the misshapen faces. You might think, Diary, that this delicate x ; woul 
render our Headmistress sympathetic to our pleas, and that She might thus HE F e 
way to improve our conditions, but she seems to feel the same disdain f ad ; dU 
her son, the great Dr. Stockill, and, even were she not so hardhearted 23 us m 
talent for shutting out the distasteful is truly remarkable, She PEN m er singu "uu 
duties are hers as instructed by her son, closing her eyes and ayn : 5 af execute wW d E 
her, and, in this way, is able to maintain a sense of order i RE 15e. 


hen she is present, 


sant wards where the 
hile she has no sense of smell (I 


rbed by the rotting corpse of a girl 


We also have a considerable number of what may be termed "circus freaks," as that is 
how they earned their shelter before they were discarded onto the Asylum's welcoming 
doorstep. We have three sets of conjoined twins, a girl born with three legs, and 
several others with innumerable deformities, many of whom can still perform some 


S E } 1 then asked nicely. There is absolutely nothing w ith / 
5 1 1 ; n this underworld where | truly amazing tricks, and do w 3 Y e ^ 
no order exists. I suppose that, to liadame Mournington, it is enough to e Te her _ — the brains of these unique individuals; ‘they simply had nowhere to go after they were 

son and hope that he is right, but I think this ig no excuse. P no longer a source of profit to their employers, and so they were left here to die 


_ just as they had lived: behind bars. 
R 


While each inmate has her own reason for being here, and her own exceptional story E 
fell, there are common elements that bind us all together. : ac 


| Some are born mad, some achieve madness, and some have madness thrust upon "em. _ 


Shakespeare paid us a visit, he might forgive me my bastardization of his 
dant line, but greatness and madness are bedfellows in the brains of so 
nt souls that my version may be more apt than my humility will allow 
۰ rue t at many of the girls here have loosened the reins on their ts, 


times. In the corners of her eyes and the lines Around her tonne cece thing at 
rn "disturbed," but most haying become so thro 


of struggle seems to play out between these darker feelings tight nouth; A NE 

and exalt him, a8 she is wont to do before visitors, ana Le aiia desire ۰ 
e does perhaps to 

of th A 

his orders and plays her part, but whether she does go aah And so, she follow 

to be exemplary in his running of the Asylum, or in an ۳ She truly believes hi 

she feels over her uneasiness, I cannot divine. pt to suffocate the 
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ب بے mm‏ 


bo. 


cause?" you surely ask. It is tragically simple really -- all that is in fact required 
is the word of a man who wants her out of the way. 


The reasons for incarceration test the boundaries of imagination. I have become good 
Iriends with a girl whose own brother sent her to the Asylum after she had threatened 
to expose the unnatural relationship ne had forced upon her. Still another had been 
delivered by her husband who wished to exchange her for a new wife in the form of her 
younger housemaid. Several of the married girls had once been young ladies of stature 
and considerable wealth, with lands and estates of their own. In order to claim the 
assets for themselves and do with them as they pleased, the husbands had committed 
their wives to the Asylum, and all of these cases were carried out under pretense of 
"insanity." In short, any male figure in a female's life has the God-given right to 
have her committed and forever branded as a lunatic, thus wrenching her away from her 
family, her children, and her very life with no Proof and no trial. What's more, the 
unfortunate female can legally be released only into the hands of the man who first 
had her committed. Naturally, this means that most of the girls who pass through the 
Asylum gates will never stand on the other side of them again. We have many young 
motners here who wait in agony for the day when they will be reunited with their 
children, denying the near certainty that the day they dream of will never come. We 
all process this reality in our own way, with some of the girls being unable oon 
process it at all, and that is what ultimately drives many of us truly mad. 
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If a visitor to the Asylum were allowed to see its inmates 
would no doubt be shocked by our conditions and the tortur 
also be surprised by our general youth. iost girls who are admitted when the, 

young will not live to become old, and the few who do are locked up with the a ۳ d 
in a dark corner of Ward B where they are forgotten until they simply rot AES quif 


is the dismal destiny of all who are strong enough to endure 
know it. And yet we breathe. Shs torturer ana E 


rather than its actors, he 
e we suffer daily, and would 


Besides falsehood and treachery, there are reasons enough w 


"hy any f ۱ 
thought insane by the medical community, her family, and SUE acr ی‎ 


an arranged marriage, for example, expressing ambivalence toy 
z wards 
melancholy after giving birth (or melancholy at all), choosin "mw 


to f 7 
religious persuasion from her family or husband, being too jc میم‎ Wu | 
low-spirited, mildly disagreeable or simply "moody," caught exploring her on body 
۴ 7 


the body of a man who is not her husband, or, God forbid, the body of an th 
Eirl...any behaviour thought aberrant by the impossibly narrow وت‎ er 

is attributed to the inherent weakness and waywardness of the female NE pec 
sisters, never fear! There are many methods by which female "insanity" SEN pu 2 
Tor example: A girl who engages in intimate relations before She is married "even 1288 
such relations are entirely against her will, is branded "promiscuous" and 4 even i$ 
insane (insanity being the direct cause of promiscuity in women), and et ۶ thug 
treatment performed on our girls suffering from fits of what the good m rte 
and Lymer have termed "hysterics" is, in fact, forced intercourse, or Hen ne 
call it, rape. Is there not some irony in this? It is thought Sup ad M to 
hysteria emanates from the girl's reproductive organs having nothing us ALS 

Bnd, by putting these idle organs to good use, the Problem shall be folved arid 


lady restored to sanity, which would seem perfec : 
نع‎ , P tly rational if it were not so utterly 


Dr. Stockill will have nothing to do with this prao ; 

flesh, but Dr. Lymer is all too eager to A eee as narosan itori 
assistants whom he allows to aid him in every oapacity, 
smell of filth. It should thus come as no surprise 
represented in the Asylum than that of hysteria. 
disease is truly staggering == it is an epidemic, 
the Plague, and every female is at risk, 
lead her to "unclean" actions. 


oathe our very 
S in such cases, as are his 
all foul-mouthed brutes who 
to you that no condition is better 
The number of us diagnosed with the 


for her 0 condition could easily 1 


But, hark! There is something that can be done to oure 

naking society B safer, better, more wholesome place ea eo 
eliminating even the remote possibility of female physical pleasure whion BI 
would invariably increase the appetite for, and the existenoe of PAM ir th 
entire order of civilization, clitoridectomies are routinely performed on girls 
are thought particularly disturbed, girls labeled as "immoral" (though, most oft 
i they have done nothing to earn this title), who have, for lack of other means by ۷ 
, to earn their bread, turned to, or were forced into, prostitution (I myself had be 
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"How, then," faithful Diary, "does a girl come to be imprisoned with no trial and no _ 


they say, sweeping the country like _ 
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forced into it, had I not?), or who were simply judged to be not quite as repressed as 
their families, guardians, and society in general thought proper. To anyone who 

— should ever chance to find this diary once I am gone: If you do not know what a 
clitoridectomy is, enjoy your ignorance, for I shall not be the one to enlighten you. 


Of course, in a valiant effort to eradicate the problem of female sexuality once and 

for all, a girl may have her uterus forcibly removed, cut from her body by one of our 
visiting surgeons while she lay, fully conscious, strapped down to that carving board 
known as the "operating table," and which has seen more death than a battlefield. 


And then there are the suicides. 


I often forget why I am here -- what it is that has branded me "mad," and then I 
remember my crime: I attempted to take my own life. By all logic, I had every reason 
to do so, if not the right. Even now, I have no motivation whatever to continue on in 
this world, such as it is, were it not for the promise I made to Anne in the 
churchyard. But no, I am not honest, Diary, there is something more: an undeniable 
bond has developed between many of us; we give each other a reason to keep fighting, 
to keep waiting, though for what we do not know. For Madame Mournington to leave her 
Ward Key in the lock? For the visiting inspectors to look beyond the pretty veneers? 
Tor mercy? Perhaps, but also we fear leaving each other alone in this place. The 
Strain is too much for some, of course, and, despite the absence of practical methods, 
some of the more creative inmates have found ways to hang themselves rather than be 
murdered by Dr. Stockill's mismanagement of the mad. 


————— € 
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And yet, while it is positively shocking how many girls are here for wishing to die 
and failing at it, it is even more incredible how many in the world outside are ` 
succeeding. News from beyond the gates is bursting with suicides, bodies found 

poisoned, washed up on the shore, smashed upon the rocks, or fished from the river, 

just as I had been. The press is not kind to our memories. In exercising the one 

option remaining after all others had deserted us, we are weak and wicked; we have 
committed an offense against God himself, and we are thus condemned to burn for it. 


i And how? A girl escapes her abusive father by leaping from a bridge, for example. The 
— Church of England will not, cannot, allow her to be buried beside her own mother in 
the family plot. To do so would be to pollute the sanctity of the graveyard, though, 
when her father finally takes his place amongst the worms, he will be buried there 
with pomp and ceremony, all his sins forgiven. Anne was denied a proper burial because 
she had sinned against God and nature and was thus unclean, unprincipled, and destined 
1۳۹ for Hell or something like it. She had defied the religious belief in the sanctity of 
-! life. But whose life? Was her life saored? Who protected her? Who is proteoting us? 


They call suicide a "female disease," which I do not understand, and I know very well 
that it is not, for in my own lifetime I have heard of many men who have done the same. 
We have little to barter with in the Asylum, but those who can stomach it trade their 
bodies for an evening paper. It is not so very shocking, Diary -- we have most of us 
been outraged physically already; our womanhood no longer belongs to us, if it ever 
_ did, so to gain a thing of even slight value by allowing one's self to be roughly 
— handled yet again is really not so appalling, for knowledge may be worthless, but 
information is golden here. The papers faithfully list numerous deaths amongst the 
male obituaries, deaths which often looked suspiciously voluntary. There are 
differences though: male methods are generally bloodier, most utilizing guns or 
knives, and are thus considered "braver" than weak women's preference for poison or 
‘drowning (I have always supposed that this preference was nothing more than a simple 
—oonsideration being extended from the dead woman to the unfortunate who would have tq 
‘clean up the mess, knowing that the one holding the brush and bucket would almost 
Gertainly be another woman). 


he assumed causes are different as well. When men take their own lives 
reason. Examples may include loss of prestige, fortune, or other profes 


disappointments. But, for women, it is extremely popular to romanticize 
۳ 


they have a 
sional ? 


her deat 
ing that she had been driven to it by a broken heart, or that she had e 


ne. After all, who in their right mind would do suoh a thing? Of course, 

of instances I have become personally acquainted with here in the 4 
ting my own example for the time being, nobody jumps from a broken 
! that simple. It is not always grand; sometimes it is 
5 life. Hut, in some cases I have come to know, sudo 

.t to the tyranny present in virtually every a: 
suicide is not a show of weakness == it is a pol 
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they themselves realize it or not. You must not think, Diary, that I condone or E 
recommend suicide under any circunstances -- I do not! I merely question the sanity 
those who would criminalize, and Worse, brand as insane, the poor, the wretched, the 
persecuted, the abused, who find a death of their own choosing preferable to a life of 
Someone else's, I was one of those girls. * 
Since my earliest childhood I have been 
too much on these things, yet, 
rate of female suicide in Londo 
poet == intent on glamorizing t 


of a questioning nature, and perhaps I think 
the only thing more alarming to me than the growing 
D is the phenomenon of the artist -- writer, painter; 


he act. The papers are full of them: ima 
3 ges of girls in 
mid-air, hair flowing, their lovely forms falling to lovelier deaths driven by I 


beautiful despair, and even the forbidden Peek of an occasional ankle beneath a 
diaphanous nightgown, framed by the Proscenium arch of a perfect, moonlit sky...all 
Serve to idolize this image of the fallen and falling female. Undoubtedly many of 
these images are beautiful in their execution and even touching in their sentinene 
but they are not honouring us; they are glorifying our weakness, belittling our 1 
Suffering, and cheapening our deaths, thereby encouraging all. No, male suicide isa 
different sport altogether, and I shall not be Surprised when it is given a different 
name too. But was it so very long ago that I sat in the library of the Conservatoire 
wasting away my few free hours, my nose buried in Some volume of historical 1 
encyclopedia while the other girls strolled the School gardens, their delicate 
complexions being kept perfectly pale beneath fine lace parasols for their future 
masters? Insatiable was I to learn all that I coula of the world outside which I was 
not allowed to join -- perhaps, had I been allowed, I would not have been as و‎ 
What purpose will these hours serve me now, now that my shackles are tighter than ۱ 


ever? Tone, I suppose, other than to taunt me with my own knowl iden i 
3 : owledge, evidence against 
the illogical opinions of the day, evidence I shall never v 

: have any opportunity to 


Hospital Entry 18: IF LEECHES ATE PEACHES 


Since I've been here in the Psych Ward, I have drawn more pictures of more leeches 
than could possibly be healthy. Not that I know what would be a healthy number of 
leeches to draw, but anyway... ily notebook is filled with them, and rats too, and I 
fear it's become an obsession == before, it was merely a fetish. 


Browsing through my notebook, it is pathetically clear what I'm doing: I am creating 
characters, personalities, just so that I have someone to talk to. Well, necessity is 
the mother of invention, right? I do have Emily with a "y," but I am on the receiving 
end of that bizarre relationship, and I am desperate to give something...my time, my 
Bttention...I need a fucking dog. 


Ru m m Ts 


Every few days, an inmate's parents or even an embarrassed husband will come to visit, 
tears and shame in their downcast eyes, not wanting to look at our surroundings, not 
wanting to see how horrible they are. The visitors sit quietly in a corner of the Day 
Room, trying hard to ignore the rest of us, or else they are ensconced ina small 
office with the inmate they've come to check up on. It's difficult enough for them to 
See their loved one in a place like this; seeing the other lunatics just brings it all 
into reality in a way that is almost impossible to bear. 


Amongst the piles of useless rubbish amassed inside my brain are stories of t 
Greece and Rome, where a man's taking of his own life was often considered Meer 
valiant show of heroic masculinity. History is positively littered Wilh Sa be a ۱ 
characterized as acts of heroism, Self-sacrifice, and defense of ion is ie e suicides 
Kodias, Brutus, Cato, Ajax...even the Christian martyrs were celebr 2 PER ucretius, 
willingly to their deaths, and I think you know what I am referring i dod: e 
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not to think! Render me a fool so that I maj ‘rest! iy head h 
u 
reason out of nonsense, and it is و‎ these pss "e Vara trying to NEN 
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But I? I have never been so utterly alone as I am now == completely isolated and 
utterly forgotten. No one has come to visit me. No one has even called. The one person 
who knows I'm here doesn't give a bloody fuck, and the people who don't know I'm 
here...well, they will never know I'm here -- they'll never know I'm anywhere until I 
get out; nobody would know where to'find me, and there is nobody to tell them. SC Sd 
glad I'm gone. I am an annoyance, and he is glad I'm locked up. I am forgotten even by 
the staff, which is what happens when you've been here longer than a week; you become 
& kture -= something that exists here, like the Stained green sofa or the buzzing 
uorescént lights. As long as you're not screaming, you don't need to be attended to. 
5 And even if youre, well, good luck. 


| Y b the syi ۰ 5 c 
| 9 Our doctor ou embrace, ihe symptom but you-fear the cause, and só you deny it 
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To the whole world: You trivialize our sufféring. You say we take the "e; 


out,"and yet you fall on your swords fbr less and call it honourable 


easy way 


With a world full of you, is it any wonder I should want to leave it? 


o - 
You are cowards, all of you. p 


Though I was positiyely drowning in disturbing doctor visits downstairs in the ER, I 
h&ve-not-seen-a proper doctor since my arrival in Maximum Security =- counselors and 
nutritionists, yes, but no doctor; I have not been scheduled a single hour with a 
Psychiatrist -- nothing. Which is not to say that a doctor has not been seeing me. 


a Tyo days into my residency in Maximum Seourity, who was there waiting for me in my. edd 
3 revoltingly yellow bedroom? Dr. Sharpe. In the makeshift classroom where we lunatios __ 
Pare forced to sit together in circles and draw pictures in finger paint (not because 
“anybody thinks this helps us, but only so that they can observe how we "socialize" _ 

= with each other, aS though being able to socialize with other lunatics is any 
dication of whether or not one is ready and able to function in the outside worl 
‘hear a voice from the-table behind me, and who's there, just Waiting for me to 
ound? Let's all say it together now: : 


DR. SHARPE 


am officially creeped out now ~~ I am being stalked within a mental hospital 
|! resident psychiatrist, whilst being held here against my will. Does 
gier than this? Dr. Sharpe doesn't work up here in laximum Security. He 
tely no reason to be here, for he directs his attentions toward no ده‎ 
» he is neglecting his duties elsewhere, I wonder what " 


Brian is painting for me as a gift; while it is very abstract and could represent  — 
Pretty much anything, Brian tells me that it is actually the portrait of four 
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E to my table with a sudden renewed interest in the work of art a manic kid called ie s dragged up here, kicking and screaming the bloody roof off this place until they 
rapped her to a bed and drugged her out of her fucking mind. I am forced to eat at 
e same table with people yelling as they throw their canned corn around three times 
: day." I don't know why I am so stuck on the canned corn, but I am == I think I'm 

attracted to the absurdity of the situation. "Look, I'm shaking! I can't stop 
- shaking!" I say. "Oh, yes, I'm feeling really safe here -- I am so much less suicidal 
— now, in fact, I'm fucking cured, so get ne the fuck out of here!" ۲ 


corndogs. He is insisting adamantly that, if I only asked the cafeteria for corndogs, _ 
I would get them. I have no interest in corndogs, but, determined to play along and 
thereby appear occupied and, thus, unable to receive visitors, I tell Brian that, as a 
vegan, I would only eat corndogs if they were made of soy. Without a word in reply, he 
continues to paint, adding the word "SOY" to all four corners of the paper. I return 
to my own painting ~~ it is a portrait of yet another leech, gasping for blood, 
Starving. Above the leech are the words, "WELCOME TO THE ASYLUM." | = 


“Hmm. Maybe I can fight for myself after all. 


S. Dr. Sharpe stammers some weak apology as the counselor who is supervising art hour 
announces that time is up and we all have to return to the Day Room for afternoon 
drugs. The inmates shuffle out of the room, leaving their messes behind. 


"That's very good!" says Dr. Sharpe, from over my shoulder. 


pie I snap. Rising from my orange plastic chair, I advance toward the Doctor, 
meeting him eye to eye. b "Emilie, time to go," the counselor tells me. 


n 
"f leeches ate peaches instead of my blood, then I would be free to drink tea in the 


"I'm coming!" I shout. 


She! i t like everybody else. Can't she see I'm having a conversation? 
Did I just say that out loud? What the hell am I doing? The Doctor is flustered She's treating me jus ike e y y 


"You put me here," I tell Dr. Sharpe. "You are responsible for this. Did you really 


"Uh, what was that? You've lost me," he says, still smiling. think that this is where I belonged?" 


I am angry and it feels so good to free it, even in my ow 


n peculiar way. "Emilie," calls the counselor again, "we have to go." 


"How could you possibly think," I begin, 
"that this...this was the place to put a 
what goes on up here?" 


my voice rising involuntarily with each word, 


"I'm coming!" I shout again. 
suicidally depressed girl? Have you no idea 


"Dr. Sharpe...I tried to kill myself. I am a sad, sad girl. This is NOT where you put a 


; sa c t ha Su 
I'm chastising the head shrink in front of everybody, and I don't care. I can't COSME dd La Ma rU 


Stop...I never can once I've been pushed too far, whi 
delightful exterior -- I'm holding it in for "ts o با یی بو دب ی‎ z 


1 f what will co $ 
there are no brakes on this car, and that is precisely why I don t acis. ior T 
۵ , 


feel that I'm finally behaving ap i 
propriately to my condition == T! 
who hasn't yet had a screaming fit, and maybe it's about time I e Me T ur 


" 
What do you mean?" asks Dr. Sharpe, now looking shocked ana wounded 


"Emilie!" shouts the counselor, her patience having reached its end. 


a turn to collect my leech painting as Dr. Sharpe stands in front of me looking 
bewildered; when I turn back around, he is slinking away without a word. 


It's time for drugs. I take my place in the med-line and receive my pills in their 
paper cup as the nurse watches me with her hawk eye to make sure I'm not tonguing 
them. Patients tongue their drugs (holding the pills temporarily inside of their 
mouths when they're being watched, removing them when they're not) for any of three 
reasons: One, they could then spit them out. Two, they could stockpile the pills and 
use them as currency within the nuttery. Three, they could stockpile the pills and 
take them all at once, overdosing being one of the very few ways in whicH a asses 
can exercise any control over themselves and their bodies in here. ] 


"Wnat happened?" 


"What happened? Where shall I begin? Let's sta 

1 rt with poor L z 
to be alive, and why? Because she nearly got her head iE S iru Be s uM 
schizophrenic lunatic who smashed a guitar against a window S ات‎ 1 
her what happened?" S. T a و(‎ 


I point to Lucy; she looks embarrassed. She didn't > ۱ 

à E RE ask for my hel 3 رن‎ s ۷ 
Speak up for herself, then I vill. It gives me str ی‎ ne E : swallow the drugs. Afterwards, I shut 
I can never fight for myself, but, for others, I Air have somebody to fight fori I haven't learned the fine art of tonguing, CURE OM s viste AER 


= myself up in the bathroom and ory. 


"Oh my god..." says Dr. Sharpe, "I swear, Emil >i 
Stiga e , , ie, things like that almost never happen 1 


"Really, Doctor? Really? Because, how would 
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were up here with the crazies? The real le pute ri opis obe last HE 
days or who have popped a few too many pills? How much d a 
Waximum Security?" I'm in his face now. "Permit m ze do you spend up here in 


that! happen here every fucking day. But ; e to enlighten you: ‘Things like 
Horde ; ADR CRM don't take my word for it -- ask your 


bU EM fpa dad | jat bad He 
^ همان‎ of (sma fold me that 
We nume e complant- aaa 


tk htatrrsts ard 
^ AEG UNIS, acc 
“hal: PM 


"What do you mean?" repeats Dr, Sh 
۰ arpe, lookin ; 
isn't going quite as he had planned. 1 king really worriea now; I guess our "dat 


I tell him how, after the guitar incident, I nad asked Er 
happened often. "Unfortunately, yeah," she had admitt a nurse if that sort of thing 

guitars... ed. And yet, we give them 3 
"snd besides," I rant on, "even if it were tr 

you think that really matters to her?" Again I 
now. "IT sweet little Lucy weren't so fuckin 
worth, and she'd wins And that's just the beginning|" He 

orawling around my room in the middle of the night, Th Ye &008.., "There are p 
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Hospital Entry 19: FOUR O'CLOCK 
It's happening again. 


There is something that goes on in the minds of many manic depressives when entering 
into either a manic or a depressive state (as opposed to a simple state of normalcy 
which, believe it or not, does exist) that nobody claims to understand, but that many 
bipolars in the far corners of the world can attest to, and that is the consistent 
waking up at four o'clock in the morning. And when I say four o'clock, I mean four 
o'clock on the fucking dot. How many times have I given myself chills by w 
again after only two hours of sleep, and looking over at the glowing red of the 
digital alarm clock that S__ keeps next to the bed, only to see that number staring 
at me? I've lost count. And the thing is, you don't just wake up. You wake up vith 
jour mind racing, music churning over and over inside your head, the internal noise, 
words, pictures, absolutely unbearable, and it is literally impossible to 60 back to 
Sleep. I used to lie in bed for as long as I could stand the torture before giving up 
and rising to go and work at something or other, but now, I don't even try. When the 
clock strikes four, I'm up and out of bed, making the tea (it is four o'clock after 
all) and generally causing great annoyance to the person still trying to sleep. In 
case you are thinking of becoming bipolar, note that this aspect of manic depression 
is not going to benefit your relationship. I have tried several experiments in my 
attempt to determine the cause of this phenomenon. For example, I have allow 
between eight hours of sleep prior to four o'clock and two hours of Sleep prior to 
four o'clock, but it is always the same. Four o'clock. It is enough to drive one mad 
if one wasn't already, which I suppose is impossible since madness 
this happens, : 


ed myself 


is the only reason 


Here in the Psych Ward, I do not have the luxury of getting up to read a book or make a 
pot of Lady Grey, and so here I lie in the dark, my cellmates creeping silently about 
the room, counting the minutes until the alarm buzzes, the fluorescent lights flicker 
on, and the nurse's voice pipes in announcing that it is morning, as though it were 
not morning until she said so. Have you ever been on an international flight where day 
and night become jumbled together because of the time difference, and then the cabin 
lights go off and come back on again some hours later at some random hour that has 
been decided upon by the crew who is doing you the favor of getting you "on track" 
with the new time zone? That's what it feels like here. We are told when to 60 to bed, 
told when to get up, and, since we do not see sunlight or moonlight or anything in 


between, we are drugged so that we can physically comply with this. Unfortunately for m 


me, I am no longer responding to the sleeping pills as I should be and I don't feel 
great about asking for still more drugs, hence, the four o'clock internal wake up 
calls. 


The most important conclusion we can draw from all of this is that I am on the verge 
of becoming either manic or even more depressed than I already am. Of course, I could 
always enter into a mixed state, which is the most confusing of all, so there are 
plenty of options. We'll just have to wait and see, won'!t we... 


Isn't this exciting? 


aking up yet _ 


"Hospital Entry 20: AWAKE 


Still waking up at four o'clock every morning. Tired all day. Seeing metaphors in 
everything again. 


One of the defining characteristics of my thought process when entering into even a 
mixed state is my uncontrollable compulsion to make everything related in some way to 
everything else. Everything I see or hear or think is much greater in import, in 
Scope, than whatever it may in fact be; everything is connected by cobwebs, lighter 
than air, yet cellularly stronger than steel, connected to innumerable other things, 
Which are in turn connected to still more. This involuntary "association" obsession 
quickly spins out of control, and so rapidly, so relentlessly, that ordinary words 


P Cannot keep up, and so, automatically, my brain switches gears from words to pictures 


and continues on the same bend, though now entirely in metaphor. In my mind, I see an' 
image that almost instantaneously morphs behind my eyes into another image, and that 
to another, and that to another. A person with a mental illness becomes a child with a 
Parasitic twin, becomes a flea ona Plague Rat, becomes a sniper with a gun shooting 
at JFK, becomes the shadow that stalks you during your entire existence, and all this 
only in pictures, because words are too slow. If I manage to pause, the words are 
there, waiting, all lined up in the right orders and sometimes with witty (or so I 
like to delude myself) captions corresponding to the pictures...but words are not 
necessary. The whole world exists without them. 


There must be a name for this kind of brain that must make metaphors of everything, 
that sees pictures in every word, words in every picture, words in every word...or 
perhaps it is not important or special enough to have a name. Perhaps it is simply 


called "being awake." É 


a r apg rye ret t D z a — 


Hospital Entry 21: RICH BOY 


Occasionally, the inmates of the lower Security ward that I was supposed to have been 
admitted to are marched through 4 West to use our Art Room, a room we ourselves are 
rarely allowed to visit; I suppose it would be too extravagant to give each ward its 
own set of poster paints and popsicle sticks. 


As the lucky ones parade past the Day Room in their very ovn clothes, most of us 
simply stare, mouths agape, imagining all of the freedoms they are enjoying that we 
never will. Of course, they are imprisoned too, but it isn't like this. It is nothing 
like this. 


This afternoon, as they walk single file through our hallway, I manage to fall in line 
between a pixiesque blond girl in a knit cap and a tall boy with the sleek good looks 
of young Hollywood and a too-stylish haircut that indicates he hasn't been here long. 
A8 there are several patients about my age, I slide into the Art Room unnoticed and 
take ny place at a table. I learn that nearly all of the girls are here because they 
are nonfunctionally depressed, while nearly 811 of the boys are here to detox from 
hard drugs =- this usually being their last chance before prison, 


The boy with the haircut has been here before, but has returned to us after a stint in 
Promises, a five star rehab facility located by the sea in my hometown of Malibu. In 
fact, Promises is the nost expensive rehab facility in the most expensive town there 
is; the clientele are almost exclusively celebrities, and treatments include lounging 
about in the sun and riding horses on the beach, so it's safe to Say that this kid's 
family i5 loaded. He is here to get clean for the third time. Why he has been 
relocated from Promises to a state-run mental hospital I don't know, though I suspect 
that his parents have simply gotten tired of rewarding him with elaborate vacations at 
ritzy rehab spas when he is still cracked out every day and crashing their Mercedes. 


This entire experience is obviously a joke to Rich Boy; he spends most of his tine 
acting cocky and flirting with the suicidal girls. He says he has seen me before and 
has taken to calling me "Picasso" because I am always drawing in my notebook. This 
annoys me, He tries to snatch my notebook like a fucking schoolboy picking on the girl 
he likes. 

"Sack off, Promises!" I snap at him. 

"Come on, Cupcake," he cajoles, still after my notebook, "I just wanna see--" 


"Lick my cupcake," I sneer, elbowing him away trom me. 


Rich Boy's attempt at smooth talk reminds me of the men I've known thrice his age, and 1 


I suppose he learned it from his rich daddy. After the hour is up and we are ushered 
out of the Art Room, Rich Boy asks if he can escort me to "bondage night" at a 
particularly hot L.A. club after we are both released. I am about as interested in 
this guy as I am in the corndogs Brian said I could have if I only asked for them, 0 
tell Rich Boy that I have a boyfriend, which féels like a lie because, while it is 
technically true at the moment, I have come to t 
me in a place like this and doesn't even come to see me, if only to make sure I'm OK, _ 


ig no boyfriend of mine, nor friend for that matter. If و‎ — cared to visit, he might — 
see what this is doing to me, what it is reall; 


4 7 


he conolusion that any boy who leaves 


Hospital Entry 22: HOLLYWOOD MADNESS 


On the dreaded subject of boys and how they have helped to turn me into the Opheliac 
that I am, I once had a lover who was particularly famous == a lot more famous Shan he 
deserved to be, but I digress. He too was mad, but ina completely different way: He 
Was crazy Hollywood-style, which simply means that one's sense of جوا بل وی ات‎ 
exponentially until one believes that one is a supreme being with not only the = 
but also the obligation to be cruel to those around one. One believes that hers sa 
code of behaviour that belongs exclusively to one's self, and that it is one's 
veritable duty to follow that code despite any burt this may cause to other people. 
The laws of the world around one's self simply do not apply. Obeying traffic lights is 
&lso optional. This doomed relationship taught me, for better and worse, to diee 
every aspect of my mind, my character, ny madness, so repulsed am I by this paradigm, 
and so terrified am I of becoming like it in any way. 


z ۱ at it is not in me to ever go there, no matter how hard the crazy 
Bite. eet xin Cp daily that madness doesn't make one cruel, doesn't make one 
racist, sexist, homophobic, all things I had learned only too Lake TORA my lover was. 
I tell myself that madness, whether self-made or E a t make one into a 
thing that does not already exist somewhere within one's bleak and wretohed soul. 


Maybe someday I'll believe it. 


A Aue aU i pit AERE ARP E 


- can epe scie E ee 


other day, simply to see that nothing is amiss 


Asylum Letter No. XVII 
Life imitates art imitates life, and I'm stuck somewhere in between. 


Every Spring for years now, the Asylum has opened its false doors to society's elite 
for the purpose of fund-raising, as well as for Dr. Stockill getting his name in the 
papers, fame being a thing he covets. iladame Mournington thrives on her role as 
Mistress of Ceremonies, and orders everyone about in her sharp tongue like a 
commanding general. 


Veronica has told me of last year's event, the Asylum’s "iad Tea Party." Befeathered 
ladies and their gentlemen had been served an extravagant tea inside an enormous red 
and white striped tent erected on our front lawn. The inmates who were not wholly 
unappetizing to look at had been directed to "frolic" within viewing distance in their 
shifts and stockings, with a chain whipping Promised if they misbehaved or made a run 
for the gate. 


While most of the day had been a success (the gentlemen had a wide variety of ankles 
to ogle, and the ladies never tired of breathlessly claiming that one or the other of 
the inmates had tried to bite them, though both sexes ought to have been criminally 
charged with repeatedly exclaiming how positively "mad" they were about the basil and 
cucumber sandwiches), there were, of course, complications. For example, there was 
always the trouble of how to disguise the screaming emanating from the wards above 
for, while it was mad indeed, it was not entirely suitable for a tea party. A Ema 
orchestra had been hired to make as much noise as possible, with the effect being that 
the guests, who had to speak very loudly to be heard over the music, went home with 
lighter purses but heavier heads, and it was said that Lord Alcock was considering 
legal action against the Asylum as Lady Alcock could not seem to lower her voice ever 
again. 


This year, there is to be a thoroughly new production. Ever the shrewd proprietor, Dr. 
Stockill has recognized that there is big business in our patron saint of bridge 
hopping, the fair Ophelia. Somehow, Ophelia has risen from her watery, 
three-hundred-year-old grave to set the public's imagination afire. The 
heartwrenchingly romantic suicide paintings were only part of the trend -- now, 
people want to see her in the flesh. They can no longer distinguish between fictional 
personality and true sufferer, and so a third character is born: Ophelia the Icon. It — 
is she whom the aristocrats will pay, and pay well, to see played out before them, " 
and, on every afternoon for a month, a rude public will hand over their shillings to 
see the show as well: Ophelia, Shakespeare's darling, turned caged animal for their ^ 
pleasure, and, in this case, the madder the better. Drawing upon the current craze for - 
all things morbidly gothic, this year's exhibition is to be based upon shook, ; 


sensationalism, and sensuality, and from what more suitable stock of actors could one | 
draw for such a play? 1 : 


There is no need to stifle the tortured screams from the wards above this time, for E 
that will only enhance the experience for our sophisticated audience. We may be 
exactly as we are, as long as we are entirely different. 


x 


As I write this, I am preparing to take the sta 


at the present point: &e, and this, Diary, is how I arrived 


Early this morhing, Madame tiournington traipsed through our Ward as aha Hs s y 


s but, toda She com f 
stand against the bars and display our hair, Having no Bho ce but rer Me. 


request, we did 50, though we had no idea what fre 
To her squinting eye, our Headmistress raised a s 


1 


stone. Assessing the situation, she ordered the remaining maid to crop the Captain's | 
` should then be shaven clean, and that she should be placed into Quarantine directly 


- until every last strand of the Captain's hair had fallen in soggy clumps around her 


she passed, swinging her Ward Key all the while. She had brought ilaaudsley, the Chaser, 


with her, and, as Madame iournington pointed the key at a select few of us, Maudsley 


“pulled the chosen from our cells and lined us up in the corridor. I tried to determine 5 
what it was that distinguished the selected from those left behind, but all I could 


tell was that the girls at whom the key pointed were either exceptionally pretty or 
had at least some particular physical grace. They also had the longest and most 
Splendid hair, which is why I was not surprised when the key was pointed my way; I 
have never considered myself & beauty, but I will take my pride in my red hair to the 
grave; it is all I have that hints at any sort of ancestry -- of my having come from 
some place rather than another. After pointing at Flea, the diminutive blond, Madame 
Mournington stood contemplating Jolie Rouge, who met her eagle's gaze, chin held 
high. Ever since the day of the rat burial, Jolie had addressed me as "Valentine" 
because of my heart-shaped scar; in turn, I had come to call the self-proclaimed 
pirate "the Captain," and, soon, so did everybody else. Jolie was wearing her paper | 


pirate's hat, and, even through the stench of unwashed bodies, I smelled trouble. 


"Make that thing off your head, wretch!" shouted Madame Mournington. 


The Captain hesitated, but then complied, holding the hat behind her back. 


"Hmmm..." pondered our Headmistress, "the face is pleasant enough, but the hair is 
revolting. However, I suppose it can be combed Out. ۲ | 


At last, the Ward Key was pointed towards the Captain. 


Qutside and into the raw wind we were marched, arriving at the Bathing Court where we 
were sprayed down with more than the usual attention. We were each given a bar of 
lavender soap to wash our hair with =¬ an incredible luxury even in the freezing cold, 
and nearly enough to bring tears to our eyes, SO Starved were we of pleasant sensory 
experiences. Many of the girls had knots in their hair which had not been properly 
groomed in months or even years, and they were roughly handled as a pair of kitchen 
maids tore through the tangled masses, snipping away the knotted strands with a pair 
Of sewing shears. I hurried to rinse my hair clean and free of knots before anyone 
could approach me, but the Captain was struggling with hers. I moved to help her, but ۱ 
Was pushed back by one of the Chasers on guard, who shouted at me to keep in line. I | 
knew something was wrong. The maids approached my friend, but she covered her nest of 
black hair with her hands and refused to let them touch it. Two of the other girls in 
line giggled at this; I wheeled around and told them to shut up, which they pronptly 
did. Though she had tried slapping them away, the two maids were now digging their 
fingers into the Captain's hair; she was soreaming as if in terrible pain. Suddenly, 
the maids stepped back in horror: piles of black hair had come away in their hands. 


"Her hair's coming out! Her hair's coming out!" the duller of the maids began to 
shriek as she fled the Bathing Court for the safety of the building. Now restrained by 
a Chaser, the Captain continued to scream. 


"Give it back! It's mine!" 


Finally, Madame Mournington entered the Court, her heels clicking sharply on the wet 


hair as closely as she could with the shears, adding to the Chaser that Jolie's scalp 


afterwards until further notice. Helpless and heartbroken by her ories, we watched 


bare feet. : E 


LE 


bathed, our small band was led upstairs to one of the many chambers in th qi 
apartments; there, we were each given a oup of tea to calm us (my first t 
Marly a year!). The Upper Staff consists of the dootors, assistants, senior 
lendants, and wadame wournington; the luxury in which they lived was astoni 

| Had not imagined that such richly furnished rooms existed in the vea 
iructure ap our primitive form of Hell. The only visible link betwee 
1 „was the shoddy construotion; the floors were still 


would immediately roll to one side ==. 
a ought to meet but did not, | ging 


of sins beneath it: 


Hone of us had any idea what was going to happen next, but the excitement that would 
usually accompany anything new was crushed beneath the shock of the scene in the A 
Bathing Court, though I confess that the tea was not entirely ineffective in 3 
Tortifying my spirits, if only slightly. We wandered about the room, passing our , 
broken fingers over the gold trim of the mantelpiece, the silken curtains, the finely 
woven carpets == such things as we had not seen in longer than we could remember. But © 
while the other girls were feverishly Stuffing their senses with the surrounding 
opulence, instinctively knowing that it would soon be &one, I felt within myself a 


mounting sense of trepidation, for the Asylum is not a place where nice things just 
happen. 


Some time later, Madame ilournington arrived, and all of my anger flooded back. What 
bitter enmity I felt towards this woman; she had ordered the Captain's beautiful head 
Shaved without an ounce of feeling, and I hated her for it. Months ago, I had heard 
the whispered rumour of a dead child that Madame Mournington was said to be still 
grieving the loss of after more than twenty years. Truly had I tried to find pity in 
my heart for this cold and ignorant woman, but no longer; we all have our sad stories 
to tell, Diary, and I do not believe in excuses. 


Finally, our mistress informed us of the event we were to take part in: Each day for 
the following month, we were to be the "Ophelias" in the new Asylum fundraising 
attraction, the "Ophelia Gallery." The Gallery was made up of a series of tents, each 
containing several cages on either side of a carpeted walkway, and whimsically 
decorated in such a manner as would excite the visiting aristocracy and amuse the 
commoners. We were to be the stars -- the caged animals in this lunatic rendition of 
the zoological gardens. As we were being instructed in our duties as "Ophelias," there 
was a knock at the chamber door, and a strange little man appeared. Bounding with 
comical liveliness, he was certainly the most flamboyant personage I had ever seen. 


This fellow was introduced as a stage actor, and we were told that he had been brought | 


in from the city below for the express purpose of teaching us to convey the Icon as 
the Asylum wished to portray her, for, though we would not Profit by it in any way, a 
great deal of money rested on the quality of our performance, Pollowing our eccentric 
tutor's exaggerated example, we were directed to languish, to Sigh, our hands to our 
foreheads as though we would faint, and to play the part of the wretchedly lovely mad 
Birl to the best of our novice abilities. In return, we would be fed something that 
wasn't yet rotting for a change, and we would also enjoy the days outside of our 
cells, though we would be just as caged in our gilded ones. Still, it was a 
difference, and we were hungry for it. 


Dr. Stockill arrived to address us as he supposed a proper Superintendent ought, He 

was elegantly dressed as always, a flounce of ivory lace framing his thin, white 

wrists. He showed us no regard, and never looked into our sunken eyes. He merely told 

us in his grim and detached manner that we were to go forth and represent the weakness - 
of our sex, and that, if we could make our suffering picturesque, God may perhaps be 
lenient with us for trying to take our own lives. I believe the Doctor thought that we 
were Bll attempted suicides, and it was then that I realized that Dr. Stockill hadn't 
the faintest idea what most of the girls here had been committed for, and, what was 
worse, he didn't care. I had long suspected that the Asylum's inmates were nothing 
more to the Doctor than a convenient supply of bodies for his chemical 
experimentation, and now I was sure. 


The Doctor left us to prepare for our debut performance, and, as our acting tutor 
thought us sufficiently rehearsed, it was time to don our costumes, We were dressed in 
long, sheer gowns that moved like air against our Skins. He helped us to weave Jasmine - 
flowers through our hair, their delicious scent a potent drug filling the room. À man 
of many talents, our tutor rouged our lips, and our eyes were theatrically blackened. - 
At last, we were ready. We stood together before the glass, which was wide and very — 
tall; it was the first mirror we had faced Since the hour of our commitment, and this 
we had lost all sense of what we looked like. I scarcely knew myself; my heart-shaped 
Sear had darkened, and I was painfully thin, my ribs Protruding, Yet, with our 


drooping flowers and long, shimmering hair (our only remaining charm), we were 
somehow magnificent. 


peculiar chapter in our sordid lives, we 
present the suffering of our gender for. 


Ag we waited in the-wings of this next 
readied ourselves to go forth and misr 
delight of the paying public. 


/ 


Asylum Letter No. XVIII 


I have survived my first day as a showgirl -- an entertainer of the masses -- and this 
is what I have to report: 


The girls and I were led to the massive tents that had been raised on the front lawn. 
They were very grand in black and white, a stunning contrast to the soft colours and 
fabrics, petals and flowing fountains that decorated the interiors. Our cages were 
painted in silver and gold, and they sparkled in the lanplight; flowering vines twined 
up and around the bars, creating an enchanted prison. The Chasers in their black 
butler's coats and white gloves lifted us up and into our confines. Our doors were 
then locked, but we were used to that. Some of the cages were tall enough to stand 
upright inside, and mine even had a little hanging Swing from which I had been 
instructed to appear in a constant state of falling, a Suicide pantomime, 

4 string quartet tuned up as we were fashioned into living paintings by our acting 
master, who skipped about the tents, nearly hysterical with excitement. I saw the lead 
violinist, a stodgy old man with a sour expression, and I longed to wrenoh the 
instrument from his hands; I knew I could still play it, and play it better; it was 
horrible to think that I would never make music again. As I lay awake each night my 
fingers moved over invisible strings, repeating every note I had ever learned and 
then creating new ones. All of my training, and here was I in a gildea 3 icon ' eax 
an obscenely revealing gown, in the middle of a frigid March. Still, I eds 8 self 
of how desperately I had wanted to be on the stage, of how hard I baa worked for d 
opportunity to speak and be heard, even if it were only through my’ hand Ax eR tue 
was it ~-=- all I get, my only chance? Ana 50, I determined to Till fron od a LATA 
than anyone had ever fallen from a bloody swing in the ÉnticsdRegi ses ieee E ` 
would not only depict suicide, I tola myself سح‎ I would become pet aL RE ens eee th 
act everyone loved to abhor. ~ some suicide. I would be the 


The tents were opened, and there y 
had expected anything so lovely. 


85 8 collective gasp from the incoming crowd. No one 


Asylum Letter No. XIX 


We are now a week into our performance as the "Opheliacs." Dr. Stockill had protested 
the name, with the complaint that it didn't make any sense and was ugly besides, but 
Dr. Lymer, who had coined the term, put forth the following argument and won: 


"If you were to have an Insomnia Gallery, ora Hypochondria Gallery, or Pneumonia, 
Say, or a gallery of some other such disease, would you not call your subjects the 
"Insomniacs', the 'Hypochondriacs', the 'Pneumoniacs!?" 


"Firstly, my dear Lymer, a Hypochondria Gallery is a ridiculous thing to imagine, even 
for the sake of argument. Secondly, I am not entirely convinced that 'Pneumoniac' is a 
Word. And, thirdly, what is the disease of 'Ophelia'?" 


"Why, the disease of ‘Ophelia’ is the disease of the melancholy, mad, and female, and 
we, my dear Stockill, own a great deal of stock in it!" 


Asylum Entry No. XX Asylum Letter No. XXI 


Another day of playacting at being mad, an odd thing, Diary, when we are told that we 


The greatest luxury of being an Opheliac is that we are not made to return to our 
in fact are. Can you imagine & drunk pretending to be drunk? 


wards at night, but are instead housed temporarily in the Servant's Quarters next to 
the kitchen. This is a palace after what we have endured in our cells upstairs, and we 
only feel the sorrier for the girls who are not here with ۰ 


i Poor little Flea has been removed trom the exhibition after having a fit: A woman who 
apparently resembled her mother walked past her cage, and Flea began shrieking and 

i hitting her beflowered head against the bars. It took the Chasers on duty a good 

| quarter of an hour to realize that it wasn't part of the Show, and, by that time, Flea 

| was bleeding profusely. A girl called Christelle promptly arrived to fill the empty 


I think of the Captain often, and have a sneaking suspicion that I do not yet wish to 
hare... 


cage. Originally from France, Christelle amuses the viewers tremendously by singing 


obscene songs in her native language whilst spinning around in circles. It is assume dpi 
that she is playacting as well, but the truth is that she does this j 


reste 


everyday. 


— a WP 


Asylum Letter No. XXII Asylum Letter No. XXIII 


There are no beds in Ward 8; we sleep on piles of straw like beasts. Just as it was in 
Ward A, the cells on either side of the long corridor are visible through a wall of 
prison bars extending from floor to ceiling, leaving them open to the drafts, the i 
stench, and the probing eyes of the Chasers. The cells here are much smaller than 1 
those in Ward A, each containing anywhere from two to twenty inmates. I have been 

assigned to cell number ۷4 (as opposed to E14, و114‎ and S14, for there are several 

floors within the Ward). There is the usual small, barred window looking out onto the 

front courtyard far below; also as usual, there is no glass in this window, for we are | 
all considered violent enough to break glass should it exist. Thus, it is freezing, 

and I wonder how we should live through next winter. The cell is barren save Several 

large iron rings set into the walls to which an unruly inmate could be chained. In the 

dim and hazy light, I can see that some of the other cells contain narrow wooden cages 
where prisoners lay trapped, unable to move; what could a girl possibly do to warrant 

such treatment? All the stories were true, and worse. In the cell directly opposite 

mine, there is a device made up of iron bands that clamp around the victim's neck, 

chest, and arms, keeping her pinned to the wall, trapped within what could only be 
described as an iron skeleton. Some of the inhabitants of these cells are indeed quite 


Something ghastly has occurred today, sonething I do not expect to recover from for 


Some time, though it has resulted in the solidification of my suspicion re 
1 arding the 
Captain -- not through fact, but through feeling. ۱ i : $ 


چم A‏ ی لس 


Having become weary of the pointing and Staring, I could bring myself to do nothing 
more than sit on the floor of my cage, facing the wall, with my head resting on the 
swing, and, in retrospect, I suppose I looxed melancholy enough to be Ophelia anyhow. 
Suddenly, my stomach turned, and I couldn't breathe. I looked behind me to see a man 
{ wearing a grey eye patch making his way through the line. My heart leapt into my 
throat; I turned away and hid my face for a time, and, when I again looked out, the 
nan was gone. I began to feel ill and doubled over in Pain, unable to raise nyeseli A 
| deadly tear had gripped me; I became aware of the reality of my imprisonment ue m 
torture my mind and body had endured this past year in a way that I had been d in 
until that moment out of sheer necessity. Lacking sufficient air I HRlladit xv y 
Chasers for help, but they were occupied in helping themselves ta the ch : : 
intended for the guests. The pain in my abdomen was unbearable, The BRI END d was 
entertained by my suffering and howled with merciless glee, but wien T vegan to A 


a کک سس‎ annir ج‎ RR A 


the taunts turned to screams of horror, and two Chasers rushed forward to unlock my T P frightening to look at, being rather more unkempt than the girls in Ward A, for they 
cage. are not bathed regularly here, and spend their days lying in their straw and slowly 
a dying. I pity them, but I hope to keep this cell to myself. 
+*+% 


PII 
۱ When I awoke, I was lying on a cold, hard surface. I w 
{ was soiled with blood, and a pile of rags had been st 
my eyes and found myself alone in a cell I did not re 
was set a folded shift and the old familiar stockin 


as still in my costume but it 
uffed between my legs. I opened 
cognize. On the ground by my side 


BS of the " Ma 
privileges had run out. In a daze, I tried vainly to MENU CR Y day. 1 
o e ۰ 


j 

۱ 

| had the sense that something awful had happened, b 

| » but could i 

| which pounded terribly. And then, I remembered the man I BA e ae n 
Sing my cage. 


I have the cell to myself no longer; but have been invaded by a welcome guest. Sarlier 3 
this afternoon, there was a fuss in the corridor. I went to the bars and saw Veronica 3 
being led by à chain attached to a collar around her neck, just like that which I had 
worn when I was first delivered to the Asylum. Veronica's hands were bound behind her 
back, but, despite her degrading circumstance, she walked proudly, sauntering almost, 
and taunting the young Chaser who walked in front of her, holding the chain. It came 


dared not mention this to the Captain; I admit I w as no surprise to me that she was also completely naked save her striped stockings. 


1 : as afra 4 ET 
to know if I was right was not nearly as important GE her reaction. iy 8 


| to me as her 
f her time in Quarantine could not have been good f relative peace, and trapping steed, turn ‘round! What are you afraid or?" 
released yet? & or her nerves. Had she even been "Oh, come on now, Charlie, you strapping , y 
3 the chain and Veronica stumbled forward, shouting, "Oh, Charlie! 
| I sat up and tried to focus my vision in the dim e E rd " 


light. Gradually, Yes! Pull me harder!" 


the inmates inhabiting the cells surrounding mine I hecmme awan EIGH 
197 ves 

their postures were crouched like animals, and many pene burned in their skulls, 

walls. It was clear from their appearance that they had بت‎ ahaa facing the striped 

long time. And then, I realized where I was. Seen daylight in a very 


3 They continued down the corridor, Veronica kicking out her long legs and calling 
playfully to the imprisoned girls on either side. : 


rs " 
3 sed the door and shoved the still shouting Ver 

_ Reaching my oell, the Chaser unlocke ing vh 

NUS attacned her chain to a ring on the wall before producing her dirty sh 
T from his pocket and flinging it at her, ordering her to put it on. Veronica 1 


hysterically at his frustration. i 
à 


Ward B. 


s 


a hands," she cooed, detaining the guard with her saucy eyes as he t 1 
EB eu "Qnarlie...Ohaaagaarlie..." The Chaser turned back to her. ™ 
ds, Charlie poy» Come now, who wants to kiss me?" 


aser sighed heavily, then, with the same key he had used to unlogk 

Sod Veronica from the iron band olamped tight about her wrists, T 
ee, out * rashed her arms, clawing at the man's face. He lei 
, d be done, and, cursing, stormed out of the oe 


"On, vi" I went to embrace her but was defied by her bulky collar and chain. "What's _ 
this all about then?" I asked. "You've been advancing through the ranks, I see." 


"It's perfectly marvelous what's happened!" Veronica gripped my shoulders. "I must 


always be chained now because I am ۱۵ danger to myself and others'. I feel terribly 
important." 


1 
! "What do you mean, V? What's wrong with you?" I began to think that thi T 
finally getting to her. . 9 oE 


"I am a nymphomaniac," she announced with pride uc" 1 

j - Asylum Letter No. XXIV ‘ 
"What's a 'nymphomaniac!?" E. 
aci — During what was left of the day and much of the night, I have fallen in and out of a 
feverish slumber full of shapeless phantoms and watery visions, and I know that my 
“miscarriage has left me unwell. I had not known it was coming, but I am not surprised; 
it happened to one or the other of us girls quite often; we are not fit to sustain 
life within us == we have barely enough for ourselves. I am glad to have it ended by 
nature rather than at the hands of a visiting surgeon with rusty tools and careless 
hands. Some things are so much simpler here than they are in the world outide. If only 
everything in life could be narrowed down to two clear and tangible options, with 
nothing in between to muddy it all up...to be or not to be... j 


"Well, I don't know exactly, but it sounds delicious, don't you think?" 


I studied Veronica closely as she busied herself with i 
: : w braiding her long dark hair into 

numerous thin plaits. She began weaving bits of straw into the oiu went to sit 

upon the ground behind her and did my best to smooth the hair she w 


tangling. as quickly 


| cents ای سا‎ me £o tomorrow, Emmy...you can cone to visit me at the theatre. I'll 
See that you get into the show without paying a penny...I can do that, you know. They. 


love me there, they really do. I can do what I like...been doing what I like since 


t Y k , , > 
hey took me on at fourteen you know. Truly love, you won't pay a cent." 


As I lie in the black with my thoughts, I hear a sort of creaking -- quiet, and very 
far away. It could be the squeak of a rat from within the walls, but the sound is too | 
repetitive for that. It grows louder, closer, and finally I recognize it as being the 
sound of wheels grinding on the gravel drive outside, This is accompanied by the ۱ 
clicking of hooves. The noise approaches until it seems to be passing just below our 
window. I rise from my straw to look out, and see an open cart being pulled by a 
hackneyed old horse. Even from far above, I can detect a dark figure perched at the 
front of the cart, the heavy contents of which are covered with a cloth. The clock in 
the Entrance Hall downstairs strikes four. liorning, but still dark, the moon shines 
down upon the courtyard, casting a bright, cold light upon the scene. I watch the cart 
until it turns the corner of the building and I can see it no more. As the sound of 
the wheels grows ever more distant, my awareness turns to the frantic muttering coming _ 
from the cells around me. Someone begins to shriek, high-pitched and panicked. 

Veronica raises herself slightly. ° 


I wrapped my arms around Veronica. 


"Thank you, darling," I said. 


"Ladies, please!" she shouts. 


"It's four o'clock in the morning...where was that cart going at this hour?" I usps a 
her. nee 


"If tonight is just like every other night, to a ditch, a hole...somewhere in the, 
field behind the Asylum." 


"A ditch? Why? What for?" 


But, even now, I know. 


n art." Veronioa lay back down with a sigh. "It transports 
[ Eu. ee Ara NR die each day to be buried in the ditch each night. Ni 
- ditoh, that's wrong... What did she say it was...the Pits! Yes, the Death Pit 
it for the first time last night when you were out like a stone, After you. 
De I was brought up here and put into a holding cell 
dor told me all about it. It's the worst part of bei 
avs think it's going to be someone you know. Last night 
t Ms. ian you You had quite a olose oall, didn't you..." ne 


‘comes every night?" 


From the cell next to Veronica’s and mine, a girl is sniffling. She is repeating the 
name "Sarah." “Sarah...Sarah...Sarah...” 


n 


"Oh God, Penny, it wasn't bleedin' Sarah," says Veronica, without raising her head. "I 
Saw her myself as she was led to her royal bedchamber tonight." 


"She could have died in her cell," whimpers Penny. 


tp wasnt A ; 
نک‎ the last time, zs wasn't Sarah, so please shut it. I'm going home tomorrow and I 
eed my beauty rest. 
: E 
"You're always &oing home tomorrov, Y," cones another voice, one I recognize from Ward pou o pog M x 
A. "You've been going home tomorrow for the past three years, so why don't you shut it 


and leave Penny alone? You're not going anywhere. Hone of us are." I will never forget the night I first saw the stripes writhing on the walls of my cell 


in Ward 4. The young girl, the first inmate to speak to me in the Asylum, had told me 
that there were ghosts here, and she was right. They are everywhere...passing through ۱ 
our cells at midnight, strolling by the breakfast table, bruises covering their grey 
faces, their eyes scorching their very sockets. I heard them before I saw them. They 
are especially present in Quarantine where so many inmates have died => forgotten by 
the staff, forgotten by the world outside. Their despairing wails echo through the 
Asylum still: "Let me out!" they cry. The prisoners of the past have not left this 
Place; they are still bound, and death has not freed them. It is this, not the 
Spirits, that frightens us; shall we never be free, even after we die? 


Veronica says nothing; she is still, then turns to face the wall. The ward is quiet 
again, and I can hear Veronica whispering to herself as though half asleep 


"I'm going home...I'm going home...I'm going home..." 


pene t OE pe سوه سس‎ 


We are haunted too by the specters of the rats who were killed here, the subjects of 
cruel experiments, sliced open whilst they lived, just as we are by the visiting 
abortionists. These animal spirits swim through the empty space like serpents, blank 
and empty-eyed with claws outstretched, or like strands of grey smoke, unfurling in 
the corners where the crooked walls meet the crumbling ceiling, or twisting their long 
and wispy tails through the window bars in the moonlight. It is a terrible aspect of 
our lives here, not because it is frightening, but because it is so desperately sad. 


I myself am not afraid of ghosts; I am afraid of people. 


Asylum Letter No. XXVI 


EE our time in the Ophelia Gallery, new inmates had been given our places in Ward 
A, and, thus, when we returned to the world of rotten food and daily abuse, it w t 
Ward B. In this particular case, the move was not done to punish us, but Sr zd 1 
necessity; the staff had to put us sonewhere, and, in Ward B, they dod Sho s 

of us into a cell as would fit, for, unlike Ward 4, we had no beds to EE Ec 
Biv ide: the acreage. I suppose that being moved to Ward B was our tradeoff for the 
privilege" of being an Opheliac; had we not been pretty, we would have our bed 

Still. Thank you, parents...thank you, God... خن‎ - 


The days are grey and gloomy, the sun having forfeited its sk) 

vultures that can be seen swooping in and out of the fog bonn Ain ine di 
below. Often, the great birds disappear in the direction that the Death Cart t edd 
each night, around the side of the building to where I cannot see. I know th ue 
field there, bordered by the forest of barren black trees that roma SHEER ON 
three sides, and it is in this field that I suppose the vultures must find f Mes K 
some sort, for I hear them hissing and screeching, their Signature steam en vo E: 
reaching all the way up to my ears through the open window. I refula to co ae ph 
possibility of what they could be fighting over... kc 


In Ward A, we had been given "gate time" of a few hours dail 

communal Ward Hall, in addition to Sunday afternoons in me E a a 

could socialize while getting much needed exercise. In Ward B, however 1 Ew 

on lockdown, and are only allowed time in the Ward Hall if a Chaser is funis v 
is dead drunk and has thus forgotten to lock us back into our cells, or si ay acca 
care either way. We are never allowed outside unless it is to the Bathin ee A M k 
few of us are permitted to visit, most being ohained, and so our skins Au death 
pale, and the blue veins running through our bodies are clearly visible, a HR ۳ 

fine ladies outside would envy, and do indeed emulate through the use of ex in d 
cosmetics, drawing veins upon their skins where there are none, Hal Por TR ie Me 
employment, I am mostly in the habit of sitting in my corner upon my pile of hem n 
leaning against the wall with my knees to my chest for warmth, watching the chari 

Sky through the bars, and writing nonsense. Thank heaven for Veronica; ny a 
exhibitionistic cellmate has been valiently attempting to teach me her favourit 
Yaudeville acts. I oblige her, and even enjoy learning to danoe like a trumpet 
removing my stockings with a bit of flash (keeping the key ever tied above my xd 
hidden, of course). Still, I often wish simply to be alone with my thoughts foros 
Spirits are plummeting all the time. I must collect my energies or lose YE E 
altogether. 


Because our madness is considered to be more acute, the " ۷ Sa 

| , e "cures" for all inmat 

Ward B are even more brutal than those I had preyiously endured, if such oan We 28 E 
imagined. There seems no end to the yariety of treatments imposed upon us. I envision _ 
the doctors staying up at night, conjuring countless new methods to be tried and ? E 


tested upon us the following day. Were an) 
. y of these treatments 1 
anything at all, the doctors should be praised for t F on sound tment CN 
rehabilitation. As they are not : 
behalves, unless it be entirely 


"Get thee to a nunnery," says Prince Hamlet, Shakespeare! 
here for my own protection, but, slight as Iam, Iw 
worldly danger be damned, ^ 


5 famous Dane. They say I am 
ould take my chances outside, 


The staff does not ask why we, the latest tenants 
5 of 

begin with, and so they do not know that we are on Ward B, 

vacancies in Ward 4 following our brief absence, 

course, because everybody claims they shouldn't 


have been transferre 
ly here because there weren't 
We don't bother to tell them, 

be here, excepting Veronica tha 


who still seems to delight in her newly diagnosed nymphomania. 


Every night, I lay my beaten body down and wait for the inevitable. It is more awful 
to fall asleep and be awakened by the creaking of the Death Cart than it is to sinply 
Stay awake, counting the minutes until four o'clock, and waiting to rest until it is 
all over. It's funny: simply say the words "four o'clock" anywhere in England and 

everyone's first thought is of high tea and crumpets. How differently I have come to 


think of that hour! 


NOTE: I have begun to hear the grinding of the wheels even during ihe day, when the 
Cart is nowhere near. I also find myself counting heads at breakfast each morning. It 
could be any one of us, at any time, and there are so many 

ways to die... 


Asylum Letter No. XXVII 


She shaving of the Captain's head had made a profound impact upon the girls of both 
wards as word spread of the shocking scene. Every girl wonders if it could happen to 
her, tor our hair is all we have left. 


4 few days earlier, I had suggested that we ought to do something nice for the 

Captain, to welcome her back once she was released from Quarantine. I had the idea 
that we might all donate a bit of our own hair, since she no longer had any. I have not 
told this to the girls, but I believe that the fallen hair, the hair that had led the 
maids, as well as Madame iournington, to assume that the Captain had some disease of 
the scalp and must be shaved, was not, in fact, the Captain's hair at all. Indeed, it 
was a similar colour and the texture was the same, but I suspected that the locks had 
been added to her own, that they might be something more...commemorative, something 
worn rather like the hair jewelry that I find somewhat morbid, but which is so very 
popular amongst England's mourners. Hair jewelry is crafted from the locks of a 
deceased loved one, which are collected after death but prior to burial, and woven 
into impossibly intricate designs. Even iiadame Mournington wore a brooch at her 

throat made of such braided hair, and I can only suppose it must have come from the 
head of her deceased daughter, if there is any truth to the rumour, that is. I base my _ 
belief about the Captain's lost hair on my observation that, when the hair came loose, 
it left no obvious bald patches behind, but seemed simply to fall away as though it 
had never actually been attached. Perhaps it was indeed a form of madness that 
compelled her to collect stray strands and hide them within her own, but, as it was 
clearly of such great importance to her, the cause did not matter’ to me, 


The girls were willing, and so it was decided between us that the most practical way 

to go forth would be tor each girl to cut off a bit of her hair, which we could then 
weave together into one long braid. There was, of course, the matter of how to sever 

the hair from our heads, but the Plague Rats offered to assist, and used their 
blade-edged incisors to gnaw off the small amount required from each inmate. I began 
with my own hair; once I had a thin red braid measuring the length of my arm, Veronica 
wove her long dark strands into my braid and continued it. We kept hold of one end of 1 
the rope as Sir Edward took the other end in his teeth and carried it through the bars 
to the neighboring cell. It was in this way that the braid grew in length, weaving in 
and out of the bars from cell to cell, a silken cord of many colours. When the last 

girl had added her bit from the tar end of the corridor, I reeled the completed rope 
back into my cell, coiled it, and hid it inside the little rat hole in the corner that _ 
was already inhabited by Suffer, my cherished pink bear, which the League had carried 
back to me after I had been forced to leave it, along with my other hidden treasures, 
inside my mattress in Ward 4 when I was removed to the Ophelia Gallery. Thankfully, 

the rats had been good enough to bring my silver pencil as well, for, had they not, 

this narrative would have ended abruptly. Closing the hole with straw, I intended to _ 
guard the braid as best I could until the Captain was released back to us. 


Ag it happened, we had not long to wait. Only a few days later, we were marched 
through the Ward Hall after breakfast and found the Captain sitting at her usual sp 
before the window. She was almost unrecognizable; her hair was still closely croppe 
having only begun to grow back, and her scalp showed open sores where it had been 
rubbed raw by a dull razor. She was thinner than aver, and her protruding spine was 
hunched over as though she had not the strength to hold herself upright. The Capta 
eyes were bandaged to protect them from the light after weeks in the pitch black of 
Quarantine. Upon seeing her, the girls squealed in elated surprise, but the Captain o 
clapped her hands over her ears; she had not heard voioes in such a long time that 

` penses were 5tunned by the sudden presence of them. I hushed the girls and we 

۱ the braid; approaching the Captain's Stool, I gently took her hand so 
to frighten her. I ran the braid over her open palm, Me, 
it. 


and she closed her fingers 


v £t 


"OK, thanks." 


` Silence. And then it came. 


"I'm really, really scared." 


. I told Chloe about the session I'd once had with my psychiatrist during which he'd 
told me all about ECT. He had said that the process worked wonders on people who 
simply hadn't responded to medication of any kind. I told her that he had also said 

didn't hurt at all, and that it really wasn't so bad, which was a lie -- the shrink 


: Ante 7 = : | _ had never said anything of the kind. In fact, he had described how brutal, how 
E : T S 0 ون‎ E- | 
Hospital Entry 20: ELECTROCONVULSIVE THERAPY En. | _ painful, and how ineffective the treatment often was, but I didn't see the point in 
=.” j ۱ i ^ k why m 
I have spent my life trying to stay out of Electroconvulsive Therapy, a.k.a. Electric | relaying that bit of information. I asked Chloe why the doctors felt she needed ECT in 


Shock Treatment. It's not pretty, they say. It's not even humane. But they also say the first place. 


that it works. Much like Lithium, however, the doctors have no idea why it works. And 


it really doesn't matter because, by the time you go in for ECT, you have nothing left ۳ و‎ can't function anymore. I can't do anything, and I 

to lose. It is the last chance of the suicidally depressed == one step before the end E 1 E pression g vaye 

-- and you'll only get that chance if you happen to be institutionalized at the time, IM . 

which is not likely to be the case for most suicidally depressed people, most of whom  — — Did anything happen to trigger your depression?" 

can't even get out of bed. During one of my past depressive episodes, I remember not e, h ۲ ‘ A 

brushing my teeth for two weeks because it was just too much effort. It wasn't that I n No, ees iI just...got sad. I can't go back Bons DECRE I'll just lie in bed all 
didn't want to do it, or that I was too lazy to do it -- I couldn't do it. But, back to _ ۱۳۱ ] ME day and cry. Nothing has helped, and pe doctors don't know what else to do. I mantiko 
ECT: Think of it like chemotherapy; many cancer patients feel that the treatment is 1 } get the treatment -- people say I don't want to get better, but I really do. I wasn't. 


worse than the death they will inevitably face if they don't get the treatment. I have 


* 


always like this, you know. I &otually used to be a really happy person. I don't want 


to be this way, but I'm still really scared. I've read all these books about ETC, but 


09 d to 3 times in th S 
never undergone ECT, though it has been recommended me several بت‎ e past. I they haven't made me feel any better. Oh god, I am so scared..." 


have only smelled the terror rising in those who are led down that path. 


4 


Three weeks ago, I entered my communal bedroom to find a new inmate sitting on the bed " l 98160 began to ory. 


next to mine. She was clearly anorexic (she eyen admitted it), but still pretty, with چ‎ 

short black hair in a somewhat androgynous cut, which, as an asexual, I particularly _ ۱ pore to in S a : Said, determined to pull her back from the ledge she was 
liked. The girl was reading a book about ECT, one of many she had on the subject 1 EM tast oria E iy ¢ ledge that is more dangerous than any treatment one could 
stacked upon her bed. She did not look up when I came in. I understood this perfectly; | ۲ ار‎ eee NERC eet e ad be OK. In Tact, you are going to be better than OK. 
when coexisting with the clinically depressed, one must get used to being greeted one _ uc Es. ciue is Sa Zo tan 5 7 room oed TRAE are going to kick ECT's ass. 
day and ignored the next -- it is all part of the isolation process that this fucked | | gn, and so strong, and 50 OK, and I will tell you why: 


up species go through, and I am no exception. There are some days when I simply cannot EO ^ Nu dde E E OS you to UT. Exe and tell 
speak. There are a lot of days like that, actually. And, despite my social criticisms - Us ea at dud koI newa 52 io he DE some me 
of the general approach towards the mentally ill, I do pity the friends of the severly 1 d EE ut for ihe you to be so that yo 
depressed. The silences lasting for months, the lack of excitement (or, worse, the i 

feigned excitement) at your new boyfriend/baby/job/apartment, the absence of a return 

phone call or to R.S.V.P. to your wedding invitation...yes, if you've got such & 
friend, there will inevitably be a point when you will simply have to let them go and 


me that it was fine, and 
ill need to get ECT, and I'm going 
u can tell me that it's OK. Can you 


reg." 


trust that, someday, they'll come back. Unless of course you really, really love P / | ) NE td aa an green o m none cheat Just PRAE MAE MES UR eco 
them, in which case you won't leave them alone for & minute, although they will resent | j E. Sole ey ROM eere AP ee ce ی‎ AE aaa RU. NM TUR 
this, because they want to be alone. Despite faking it for the comfort of others most _ | met 7 ۳ x Tera ^ 8 u e the story really was. Chloe ha 
M eae. Dê ius dantis out of the yaar WASALI cannot help but twolate nyself, E- never attempte EN cide and couldn't imagine doing so, even aa depressed as she was. 
and so I am aware that I will be apologizing constantly for the rest of my life; it is | ۳ 8 She thought it was sad that I had to go through this alone, a fact that seemed as 

i ۱ | . . though no one else had even noticed. At least her family supported her, she said, and 
a horrible feeling. ۳ ۳ was waiting for her to come home as soon as she possibly could. They hadn't given up 
I asked a nurse about my new roommate that afternoon. She told me that the girl's name | (M on her. I Mad e E dir RE BAYS no real feelings anymore. I am growing 
was Chloe, and that she was scheduled to go in for ECT on the following morning. The _ | — more anesthetized w every و‎ ays and it contusion me. Will the numbness § 
nurse warned me that Chloe didn't talk to anyone, and that I shouldn't be offended prey once I get out of here? And what 1f it doesn't? Will I ever ha ahin a 


when Chloe didn't talk to me. : again? 


When I went to my room that night, drugged but no longer reacting to the drugs, I lay _ | — "Do you feel like being here is helping you?" Chloe asked. 
awake in the blackness, waiting for the morning alarm to sound just as I always did. 
Then, Chloe spoke to me. I was not surprised -- I knew that she would. 4 


[ 


"God no. If anything, it's making me worse. I have to fake that I'm all right a 
time just to get through the day. Everyone is flipping out around me, and I re 


"You're Emilie, right?" give in to that. Observing the freak show only foroes me to stay collected." 


"Yeah." have you tried just being open? Letting yourself ‘flip out! if you need to? 


jat's what we're all here for == to let it out, to be completely natural 

: 3 3 ۱ 
"I'm Chloe. I just wanted to tell you that, at four o'olock tomorrow morning, th lags. Tt might actually help you. ; 
nurses are Going to come in and take me to ECT. I wanted to say I'm sorry, 'oau 
you'll probably wake up with all the noise." 7 


"Oh lord, don't even worry about that, Chloe. 


It's more than likely I'11 
anyway. Pour o'olook is the witching hour for " Me 


manic depressives," 


— people, not throw things, which is ironic because, for many of us, it was the law that 
demanded that we be here in the first place. But I could never put down my shield as 
the other inmates do, and no wonder -- I never feel safe; most of the others are 
either too witless to feel the danger, or else they are the cause of it. And maybe it 
811 makes more sense than I had thought: Take a suicidal girl and put her in a war 


Zone == some place where she can think of nothing but survival just to get through 
breakfast. Maybe there's method in this madness after all. 


ed 


Chloe and I didn't sleep that night. We talked about everything from what kind of 
music I made, to the goth clubs in L.4. that she used to go to when she had been happy. 
I told her that I always ended up dancing on a table, and she told me that she always 
ended up taking off her shirt. it four o'clock, the nurses came. Chloe got out of bed; 
and so did I. She was shaking. I held her tightly and told her that I loved her. She 
told me she loved me too. Then, Chloe switched off; she put her head down, went limp, 
and let the nurses fold her into the wheelchair they had brought to take her away. 


Asylum Letter No. XXVIII 4 


There has been a shortage of leeches imported from France, their primary breeding 
ground, and so the Asylum must be more frugal in its use of the creatures. The salt 
murders have been replaced by other practices no less barbaric. 


1 
t 
H 
1 


Once Chloe was gone, I tore the corner oi the previous day's Asylum letter into the 
Shape of a heart, because, frankly, that's the sort of thing that girls never grow out 
of when it comes to each other, and, on the heart, I wrote her a note. I told her thats 
soon, when she got out of here, she was to go directly to the club we had talked 


about. There, I wrote, she would find me dancing on a table, and she'd better be 
prepared to take her shirt off. 


To begin with, the leeches are now used several times over, and so may live long and 
useful lives, which would be lovely for all were it not for some blatantly unsanitary 
aspects of this leech-sharing that seem bloody obvious to me, but are entirely 
unapparent to Dr. Lymer. Por example, the blood sucked from one girl is inevitably 
mixed with the blood of the next. Now, not that I know much of medicine, but it seems 
to me that, if the blood is the carrier of all our ills, would we really be wise to 
Spread it around between us? In addition, the leeches are encouraged to consume more 
blood than they naturally would care to, thereby reducing the amount of leeches needed 
for each patient. In order to allow the leech to keep drinking, the Doctor does one of 
two things: He either presses the body of the poor thing, forcing it to vomit up 
everything it has just ingested and causing it to start back at the beginning, or he 
makes easy work of lt by cutting off the tail so that the blood can flow directly 
through the body and out the other end, leaving it eternally feeding, yet never 
satiated. 


I never saw Chloe again. 


pva سس‎ tu E M RR 


Thus, we lose more blood than ever, and are traumatized by the gruesome treatment of 
the creatures we have grown rather fond of, as illustrated by the fact that many of 
the leeches have been given names. Some girls even fancy that the leeches speak to 
them, and can often be heard talking to their pets affectionately as they drink. It 
surely will not surprise you to know that I am one of those girls, and that my 
favorite leech is called ilr. Wrigglesworth. The leeches never Speak in complete 
sentences, and most only utter a word or two between bites, but they have evidenced 
distinct personalities. I find them to be a &loomy, neurotic sort, but then what would 
you be if you were stuck in a jar all day just waiting around to be fed, and then had 
your lower bits chopped off for the pleasure? Tunny...painted in those terms, their 
lives sound rather like ours... I wonder if the leeches have always been communicative 
and we are only just now noticing it, or if there is something in our blood that is 
causing the insects to develop strangely. There is a third possibility, of course == 


as 


Not all of the girls share this aifection, however, and there have been several cases 
of the Doctor taking things just a bit too far. We have among us a girl in Ward B who 
once suffered dreadfully from night terrors, waking herself, and us, with Soreaming. ۱ 
Master detective that he is, Dr. Lymer had deduced that the souroe of the girl's i mu 
madness lay within her throat, causing her to scream so. He had a brilliant solution f 
to extract this "throat madness": Holding the victim's jaws open with the aid of metal 
clamps, Dr. Lymer tied a length of thread around the body of a leech, then lowered it _ 
into the girl's mouth. He secured the loose end of the thread by tying it around one 
f her teeth, and then leit the leech to attach itself to the inside of her throat. 
Not surprisingly, the girl soon went into a state of mental and physical shock. When 
Dr. Lymer returned hours later, the girl's body was shivering and cold as death; ۱ 
hough her eyes were open wide, she was unresponsive. Dripping with blood that 
‘spattered the patient 5 frozen face, the leech was finally extracted, and the girl 
carried to the Hydro Chamber where she was plunged into a tub of near boiling wat 
and then into one of icy water in turns until she regained her senses, but she w 
er the same. Dr. Lymer considered his patient quite cured, for the girl never 
ged again. Neither has she spoken a word since. ere 


I would very muoh like to know is this! If a leech sucks the madness 
oes that render the leech mad? : ا‎ 
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Asylum Letter No. XXIX 


Much of what Dr. Stockill does in his laboratory all day long remains something of a 
mystery to me. I know that he is mixing his chemicals and composing our "medicines," 
our Sleeping pills, our purges, our injections, our strangely coloured tonics, yet I 
also know that there is something more than that. 


The Superintendent is always watching us. When we are out in the Bathing Court, I 
never fail to spot him looking down at us from his laboratory window high up above the 
wards. He rarely visits the wards during the day, instead calling us to his laboratory 
for "treatments." But there has been a change. When we are locked up for the night, 
Dr. Stockill is often heard stalking the corridors, his step slow and deliberate like 
his speech, shining his torch into our cells with all the covertness of a grave 
robber. There, he searches for, and snatches away, any girl that suits his unknown 
purpose. 


The inmates that the Doctor selects never return to the wards, though it took us some 
time to find this out for certain; the Asylum is such a large institution, with two 
massive wards and several floors filled with cells that an inmate might be transferred 
to, & girl could be anywhere, or nowhere. We only became aware of the deadliness of 
the situation when, one morning, on our way down to the Bathing Court, we witnessed 
the bodies of several recently disappeared inmates being hastily Canoved from Dr 
Stockill's laboratory by a bevy of Chasers. The dead girls were covered in bloody 
legions, their faces twisted in anguish almost beyond recognition; they had not died 


peacefully. No, there is no doubt of it -- being selected by Dr. § x ; 
last stop. y ۰ Stockill is a girl's 


What does he want? 


I have watched him with the other doctors == not only with Dr. Lymer, but also with 
our visiting surgeons who perform the necessary removal of things that are 
not...wanted. Dr. Stockill feels superior to them -- I can See that. He is disgusted 
by their vulgar methods ~~ I can see that too. And yet, he approves of what ‘ae do 
Does he really approve? Or does it simply not concern him? No, I cannot believe tHe 
he cares a bit what the others do with us just so long as it does not interfere with 
his experiments, nor do I believe that he cares a whit what is done with us once these 
experiments are carried out and we are no longer of use to him. We supply him with a 
ready store of bodies -- that is all. He may select one of his desired age, desired 
race, eye colour, build, and so forth, and then test whatever it is h ۳ 
Something I desperately wish I knew. Or do I? نی‎ RC DES 


Do you remember the day I was first introduced to the Su 

2 erin 
shiny object in his cabinet, behind the bottle of green ما‎ wean En 
know what the object was at the time, I have since learned and 1 pnr E. x 
have seen the Doctor use it a hundred times alread 1 carned welly NN 


not at all like the rude varieties that Dr. Lymer lg o poo 6 15 a sort of fleam, but 


elegant weapon is like nothing I have ever seen; j 
of the hand, the silver shaft is engraved with in 

Doctor's monogram, "li.S." Now for the interestin 

ot the silver handle is triggered, a series of s 
side, spreading open like a lady's fan, and 
Select a blade from the assortment and fold the Bree 8 dco ی‎ 
each blade is different from the next. One is thin and ads Numbering seven 
tip like a shaving razor; another resembles the fleamg Thee C with Rd 
pointed chisel protruding from the blade. Still anothe Py aeui: ۹ ra 
tip, while another is curved like a hook at the end, ۵ یه‎ Me 

to combine 811 the necessaries for ordinary operatio "oue dini EE 


I have determined, in a form that Dr. Stockill can pe palate 
Bble, such 4 


lades shoot out fron 
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eminine delicacy (both traits that we combine so well). This 
lied to my flesh thrice thus far, for though he seems sickened to 
es necessary for our venerated Doctor to cut our flesh in or 
1 concoctions directly into our bloodstream, or to te 
8, or the severity of inevitable infection. I believe t 
makes the act bearable to him, though whether it is our ! 
iSt him so, I cannot tell. Aa 


" it. In the demeanor of the visiting doctors, there is always ۶ 

_ they perform their operations that is monstrous, yes, but th 

| that: A mad man does a mad thing and he madly enjoys it. Bu 
Superintendent; I have never seen him show an ounce of sorro 
read him, and that is what frightens me. I am not the only : 
unmistakable smell of death that seems to follow Dr. Stookill 4 
Stranger still, the odor is not present when the Doctor is visi e; 
Bir just after he departs, his scent the lasting shadow of the p 
tries to hide. 
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I have been called into Dr. Stockill's chamber again. It is otters. E «co Ti 
all subjected to the chemical experiments he administers in his ee ay ee a 
Some of which sicken and others which kill, he seems to call me, and me alone, in í 


his chamber downstairs, only to speak to me in h 


is impenetrably phlegmatic mann 85 
though my thoughts were worth anything, for; after all, I am a lunatic. RU. 


"e " 4 n 
"mell me, Emily, with no last name, are you suffering here in the Asylum? 


"I'm sorry, Doctor?" 


"Xt is a simple question which demands a simple answer: Are you suffering?" 


"Only as much as the rest, Doctor." 


"And do you still think of death? Of taking your own life, I mean?" 


Since I attempted it all that time ago, the possibility 
f a door had opened, showing me another option 1 
I dare say that door will never entirely c 
ill never lock again" 


"It is in me now, Doctor. 
never left me. It is as if...as i 
Option unthinkable to most, it seems. 
and, even if it should, it certainly w 


P n 
"And you do not choose that option, yet you say you suffer. 


"We are well guarded, Doctor." 


[e 
"Others have managed it." 0 

e 
"I am afraid to leave those that would remain." 0 


1 wished I had not said that last. liy fear was merely another tool for D 


Wield against me. 


T Why should you care for them? They are the filth that paved the stree 


Should they oare for me? I am no better. And yet they do." 


u would endure this suffering for the company of whores?" 


Baator." 


| iic dul lorpa has ih 
rao 1 i id مه‎ h das y 


Hospital Entry 24: CREDIBILITY 
It is impossibly easy to get committed -- getting out is the hard part. 


Most of the inmates here either see Jesus or think they are Jesus. And me? Well, I 
only find letters from a parallel universe waiting for me in my notebook every morning 
-- a universe that is becoming ever more indiscernible from my own. I am even 
beginning to forget whether my name is spelled with an "ie" or a "y". 


Worse, I feel & manic state rising within me, and every day I feel an ever greater 

desire to cut myself. Ah, cutting...isn't cutting something that attention-starved 

teenagers do, an act that lies within that fuzzy gray area between a cry for help and 

a desperate attempt to look dangerous, and, therefore, cool? So, how in the fuck did I ! 

end up locking myself in the bathroom several times a day, razorblade in hand? Which _ | 
I 
Il 


bathroom it was didn't seem to matter to me -- home, coffee shops, friend's houses, ` 
they were all more than sufficient. I have never taken a drug that wasn't prescribed; 

I have never smoked a cigarette; I have never been &ddicted to anything except the 2 
Sight of my own blood and the pain that comes with it. 


The thing that nobody but my shrink seems to understand is that the behavior is not 
the cause of the illness -- it is the result of it. I believe I understood this 9 
concept long before I experienced it within myself, so why is it so implausible to 
everyone else? Perhaps my background lends itself to a heightened awareness of 
Self-abuse as self-medication; good god, I've been in rock bands with the world's most 
notorious drug addicts; my father was a raging alcoholic; on and on it goes. And yet; 
in none of these instances were the self-abusers fucked up because they did drugs, 
because they drank; they were drunks and druggies because they were fucked up to begin 
with. 


Now, I know that it is extremely commonplace to confuse the symptom with the disease. 
Perhaps it is the desire in people to look for the easiest, cleanest, least scary 
answer. Scotland Yard would call this lazy detective work, and I would agree, because 
I Ali TELLING YOU ALL WHAT IS WRONG, AND YOU REFUSE TO ACCEPT IT! I am more self-aware 
than it is healthy for anyone to be =~ the internal dialogue is deafening. I know 
precisely what is wrong with me, and I can explain it in brutal, unvarnished clarity 
if anyone cares to listen, but the fact is that, once you've been prescribed a 
psychiatric drug, you have lost all credibility, and this is before you've been 
committed, after which it's all over for you. You no longer know what is wrong with 
yourself, what is good for you yourself, or rather, you do, but society (I so hate ۱ 
using the word "society" here, but I can't think of an alternative) does not think so, — 
and where is the power, my muffins? In numbers. I am only one, and I am crazy. Oh, and 
I'm also a girl, which never helps any situation. Children are children; lunatics are - 
children; women are children. (This is, after all, why so many markets and pharmacies — 
stock the feminine products right next to the baby products. Think I'm reading too S 
much into thts? Well, fuck you.) We know nothing about anything, least of all 4 
ourselves and our bodies. 


I am beginning to understand what might make a mental patient smash a guitar agains 
nurge'g booth. 
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notebook rather than print them in their original form, for it 
Seems that the young lady was too strongly medicated at the time 
to write legibly to the untrained eye. I was only able to untangle 
the jumble of characters because, living in the Asylum, I have had 
much practice at deciphering hieroglyphs, and, where my efforts 


markings as I see them, and will leave their meaning to be 
interpreted by the reader. I have endeavored to keep intact any 
handwritten sections that were at all readable. 


Faithfully, 


--À WATCHFUL FRIEND 
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h "Hey..." or "Dear...," and then it 


I almost began this entry wit : s 
he pills that are making me confused 


finally occurred to me that t 
are the very same 
to wipe my memory 
a reason. 


that were originally prescribed to me in order 
. Apparently, they call it the "amnesia drug" for 


So, of course my taking them continuously both EE and night 
Would be confusing...none of my thoughts are V Deci و و‎ into 
my mind as they would normally be...even pp ries TURA WESCE 
look back at these words at a later hour; I ie [s شحو‎ M 
having written them, and, evan more I0pontantayo NEE: Dy END SO 
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cular...not just remembering 
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the thought behind 
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ba ember WHY I MER Al 146 florid, too bise Aes Friday 

eee which ae. 5 I missed my shrink appoi A ali, Id 

te them back. Sin x ntm 

(because I couldn't remember 11s that slow down my 
run out of the Amnesia Pill 
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heart rate, the ones for 5 spreseeing the inevitab‏ 
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heroin (no joke), I began ta I took no pus is ON 
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I am shaky, anxious, scared, confused, and, worse, I have not a 
soul to complain to. S is no longer someone I can speak to or 
converse with upon any subject of importance. All subjects seem to 
lead back to THE subject, which is my cutting of myself and his 
disgust and revulsion at it (although I do not believe this is 
actually the real issue, but rather an easy target). He has said 
some things on the subject that are unforgivable, and yet, I am 
Still here, and why? Because my heart re-breaks each time I think 
of going, even though I have spent most of everyday NOT here 
because I can't stand TO be here because it is so, SO 
uncomfortable and...sad. I have, of course, tried to go, and have 
made the steps toward a new house to live in, all the way to the 
point of sitting in a realtor's office drinking coffee from ۵ 
pitifully sized Styrofoam out == I mean, cup (the kind that simply 
screams "you won't be here long," and, as such, is more like an 
hourglass than a vessel for caffeine, &lthough I couldn't guess 
whom the hourglass is intended for because a realtor's office is 
not the sort of place where buyers wish to tarry). In any case, 
here I am, after yet another fight last night (not so much a real 
fight as my being insulted, attacked, accused, and forced to 
defend myself). 


u beable pm frate People & Mal 
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Mornings are excruciating when you're depressed, because you have 
a whole day of gut-wrenching pain to look forward to before you 
can get to the night, which is even worse. Waking up earlier than 
S this morning, I knew that I could not endure the inevitable 
-- an awkward "good morning" followed by silence, rudeness, and my 
restraining tears and dreams of suicide while he dreams of god 
knows what and ignores me. Best to be out of the house -- to be 
anywhere else. Ah! I will write a note begging for an end to the 
judgment and stating that I expect nothing from him, not love, not 
help, not even understanding, and so he has no reason to either 
attack or defend. That should fix everything. Right? 


Though far more verbose than I had originally intended (shookl), 
the note is written, and I flee the house for S-bucks before S 
wakes up. I have brought everything I could possibly need for the 
day, including my morning drugs, which I had fished from the 
bottom of a bag I don't remember using. I am sitting direotly 
under a light that flickers just like a migraine, and, woe to the 
documentarian who is eaten by the tiger as she writes about his 
presence instead of running away, for the chair I was intending to 
move to upon completion of this sentence has been taken whilst I 
was composing it. Fie. 


A Hollywood acquaintance twice my age trots on over, sits herself 
down opposite me, and, without asking whether she's interrupting 
anything (or, more likely, knowing that I would answer "no" even 
if she was because that's the sort of stupid fucking nice guy I 
am), tells me that I look GREAT!!!, and that, in her opinion 
(which I don't recall asking for), there is NOTHING wrong with me 
(word spreads fast here). She says this with a smirk and a toss of 
her head as if to say, "Oh, whatever you're dealing with, darling, 
it's really nothing." She even goes so far as to ask me what drugs 


I'm on and, never one to disobey a request, I begin to list them 
for her. It's like an alphabet game. I get to "Lanictal -- for 
manic depression," and this most annoying woman waves her hands 
around, adjusting her purse, and nearly rising out of her chair as 
though she's had "just about enough." She leans over, looks 
directly into my eyes like an old friend or a new drunk, and says, 
"you do NOT have manic depression." She throws in a reassuring 
laugh for good measure, as if I had told her that I felt fat and 
she was trying to reassure me that I wasn't. "Oh, honey, you do not 
have manic depression," she repeats. It isn't that I want to argue 
with her, or to strip away a single one of her delusions, and it 
certainly isn't that I want to be manic depressive (I've spent 
most of my life pretending I wasn't because I didn’t want the 
attention), but there was no sense in perpetuating a falsehood any 
longer, so protest I do. I unzip the white teddy bear bag that 
holds my traveling pharmacy, and hold it out to her. 


à 
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I must have proven my "crazy cred," because she seems to accept 
this, and quickly moves on to the difference between manic 
depression and ordinary depression and how she has only ever had 
depression (as though it were something you just "get" and then 
get over, like a cold or a headache), in which case I wonder why in 
the hell she felt qualified to inform me that I wasn't bipolar; 
having never experienced it herself, or maybe that is why. In any 
case, she ended by telling me that, if I indeed had manic, then I 
was doing a "great job of hiding it" (don't I know it, you fucking 
bitch). 


Sher (radi دوم‎ New nor ens Bo | Gl mantel 
depressed, \ alge feel ماما‎ . 
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I have only just tonight had the courage to open the bottle of 
Lithium that I have had in my possession for some time now. I am 
quite surprised to see how pretty the pills are -- nothing like 

the chalky white, sharp edged tablets I am used to. No, these are a 
lovely pale pink with tiny brown lettering announcing to ny 
innards what they will be dining upon while I sleep tonight. 


Hopefully, they will be happy with the menu. 


The flyers given out at the Mental Health Center announcing an 
upcoming class on anger management (what if you're pissed off by 
pink?)...the little slips of paper I am handed by my shrink at the 
end of my bi-weekly appointments to remind me when my next session 
will be because I am too drugged out to remember on my own...all 
pink. Recently, I asked my shrink who it was that decided 
everything related to mental health should be pink -- if there was 
a secret, medical meaning behind the color choice, kind of like 
how airplanes and hospitals seem to favor blue. He didn't have an 
answer for me, but agreed that it was pretty fucking comical. 


Of course, to my eyes, the writing on each pill only seems to taunt 


me, each precious pink gem of promised Sanit i 
= c 5 
how far into the madness I have gone. y reminding me just 
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Poor Ophelia...” 


Back to Ophelia again...will it never ena? 
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I remember needing to finish "Opheliac" and finding the task 
impossible due to the bottomless depression that I was drowning in 
at the time. I thought of suicide constantly, and I mean 
constantly. I made plans. I made other plans. And then, I recall 
saying to myself one day, "Just finish the album, and then you can 
do what you like with yourself." I was bribing myself with the 
permission to die. Of course, the reason I bribed myself in the 
first place was that I hoped that, once the album was done, I 
wouldn't be suicidal anymore. I was making a bet, and, yes, I was 
bluffing, but, in that particular case, it worked. Somehow, I 
found a way to follow through with the deal, and I didn't run out 
and eat rat poison the moment the album was finished. 


Now, I wish I could remember how I did it -- what it felt like. 
What was that moment like when I said yes to the deal? Was it made 
completely, or did I try to back out of it? I hope that I made the 
decision, shook my own hand in acceptance of the terms, and all in 
one quick moment. I wish this because, if I could do it then, I can 
do it now. Right? 


Junked up on drugs, I am nodding off now, eyelids drooping, 
exhausted. I look a fright and I know it. I cannot write anymore 
put still I do simply because I am curious to see what gibberish I 
will compose as the medication kicks in... ly writing becomes 
smaller and messier and seems to spiral downward into places that 
I don't know about... It is almost like being possessed. I look 
down at the journal I have been obsessively keeping, and I find 
page after page of words I can scarcely make out, written in a hand 
that is not my own, and yet, I've got ink on my fingers. 


X 


It is the following morning, and I can barely read what I wrote 
last night, and that is what both fascinates and terrorizes me. 
Even now, I have no idea what I'm writing, and have to review the 
sentence I Just finished in order to know where my thought 
started, just elljwlg, and here it is, the place where I lose my 
mind ffjkors and cannot discern with any degree of confidence what 
is a dream and what is reality...what was just a thought that 
found its way into my mind...I wish I could cancel my work on this 
new record and lose this whole month because it wasn't pretty, 
nothing like Lunioiwhfowi, a system that chooses what comes out 
wenthorywghh and what hwwijf an mourr asleep and will remember 
nothing tomorrow... 


MEM 


Next morning from above, and I so want to read what I have written 
as my night-time medication kicked in, to figure out (or attempt 
to figure out) my insane ramblings, but I can make out nothing. I 
fell asleep with pen in hand, but still I am afraid to lose the 
million billion thoughts that are in my head right now, and I 
know, even at this moment, that the thoughts are flying away with 
every second that I wait...I'm finding, from that old ceiling view 
of mine, that I'm writing terribly messily (is that a word?) 
because I'm trying to write at one hundred m.p.h....I've never 
ever used that banal analogy before... 
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they fly away: ; 


Yesterday, I saw a bee going from purple flower petal to purple 
flower petal...they were all wilted and crushed, lying on the 

| Sidewalk beneath the tree that shed them...they're all dead, I 

| said to myself. They're dead, you Stupid fucking bee, they're all 
| dead! It must be a necropheliac, I thought...or would that be a 

| necroBEEliac? Haaaaa, not funny (although I did tell this to my 

| shrink and it was the first time I'd ever seen him laugh). 

| 

i 
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Another one: A goth punk boi was walking toward me on the stretch 
of sidewalk going from S-bucks back to the house, and I checked 
out of my body and flew up onto the ceiling again, which is now 
just the sky, and I watched the kia walking toward me and uL 
walking toward him, both of us doing our little runway walk 
trying to seem oblivious, but both, I'm Sure, Rusadfull E 
conspicuous for doing so. We pass without a word and I E out 


loud because it is all so t Fw 
e ragic, how we fake and puff ourselves 
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3 ۱۶ I've forgotten... And ' 


VAL 


my hand hurts from my death grip on the pen, and I'm not breathing 
and my body is tense, and my head is tight, and I'm still not 
breathing, and I am writing fast and messy and I know that the 
moment I put down this pen and stop writing I have to make a 
choice, and...a personal message from a dog is sacred and I would 
be damned if I ignored it...perhaps if I ignored it, I would stop 
receiving message from dogs altogether, and that would be 
awful...I can't risk it...I need to find out where the phrase, "lo 
and behold" comes from...thoughts rushing in, pen grasped in pain, 
not breathing, calm down, the thoughts won't go away...I'm back, 
I'm trying to write as slowly and as neatly as I can possibly 
manage, almost as if I were writing calligraphy...I am amazed to 
see how sincerely glad my friends seem to be to hear from me...I 
feel unworthy of their love...they are better friends to me than I 
am to them, without & doubt...the thoughts are rushing in and I 
feel as though I have a balloon filled with 4th of July sparklers 
that is ready to explode inside my chest...I want to be a 
firework, to live my life blindingly bright and sparkling, and 
then to go out quickly...to burn for a short time, but very 
brightly...could I possibly be in a manic state and not know it 
simply because of all the unhappiness around me? Put me in a safe, 
secure place, surrounded by friends (but not too many please), and 
erase the heartbreak and loneliness and guilt...would I be 
manically dancing on tables all night? Pen grasping, stop, deep 
breath, put the book down...put it down...put it down... 


a we ©) 


I am writing lines that separate the above entry from this one as 
though they represent the days between the entries, but it is 
futile because I don't know how many days it has been, and soa 
messy splashing of lines will do as well as any other thing to 
convey that there has passed "a certain amount of time," but not 
enough time, very unfortunately, to find me at the winning end of 
my withdrawal from the Amnesia Drug. I think that the constant 
battles with the symptoms are wearing on me far more than I first 
realized. I thought I would bravely be able to withstand the 
"Jitters" as long as I knew that they were gradually going away, 
but the accumulative effect of what now seems like endless days of 
shaking and supposed "recovery" now takes on the tone of Chinese 
water torture...what's the harm in a little water, right, Ophelia? 
Just in case we needed any fresh exanple of how I am thus affected, 
it has taken me approximately thirty minutes to write the last 
three sentences. Looking baok at the speed with which I have been 
able to fill the last hundred pages, it is a sad thing to see the _ 
same pen halting after every half-sentence and suspended in midair 
as its mistress ponders everything and nothing until she can pull 
it together just enough to lower the nib to the page again. s 


All of the pain that is in my heart, all of the anguish in my 

tortured brain, to speak nothing of the health of my soul, and _ 
I've just wasted half a page on formalities and gibberish. Whe 
am I...it pains me more than I can describe to say it, but 


loneliest point in ny life. It seems incredible to me that this is 
even possible after all that I have lived through and died through 
to get to this day. But, even at my worst, my most dangerous, in 
all of the past I have had someone who cared enough about me to pay 
me a visit, to offer some unwanted advice (G. with his 
prescription of no alcohol for example, HA!), to let me know in 


some small way that I was not entirel 
E J» completely, utterly alone. 


Bay 


i I am in Europe now, and have not been able to receive my medication 
Shipment here because the fucking Nazi border patrol won't let it 
into the country. And why? They think I'm &oing to sell it 
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effects of withdrawal -- the dizziness, 
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grant that wish =~ it never work 

will. When they said, "This M11 wake jou ghe way you think it 
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motherfuckers!" But it didn 
every pain I've ever experienced, 
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t. I still remember 
I just feel Stupider now. 
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Now, with my prescriptions 

all of the drugs are pem of ITE eeu 
what lies beyond the medication, t 
path leads back into hell. TI Ede 
everything looks...different. 


P 8t border patrol, 


both in terror and to terr 
orize, 
who isn't afraid of things that ks res 


spirits up for tea? And now that my brain is all wrong, I see faces 
in every window, strangling hands around every dark corner; 
specters of evil things behind my back at every moment. I am 
reminded of the many, many nights before I was ever 
medicated...nights that I scarcely ever think of, they seem so 
impossibly long ago, like part of someone else's life, and not 
mine. I remember watching TV while lying in bed with my first 
boyfriend ever, and suddenly crying without being able to stop. I 
could not be consoled, because I wasn't sad. I was scared. 
Terrified. Panicked. And I could not think of a single reason why. 


دود 


In bed, in Germany, and I'm still writing, trying desperately to 
capture each thought, at least in shorthand, or symbols, or some 
kind of code so that I can come back to them and finish them all 


I feel that any, let alone all, of these thoughts are worth 
capturing in any form, and all off a sudden (and I write words 
like "off" instead of "of" just because it feels good to write the 
letter "P" so I just keep doing it) the door seems much too thin, 
and I am hiding under my blanket, positively terrified that 
someone will knock on the door because I Simply don't think I 
could bear it if they did, and I am practically jumping out of my 
Skin at the mere thought of it, and these people on the other side 
of the door, who wouldn't come to check on me for hours, these 
people are my friends, and I'm writing down my thoughts literally 
ten at a time, because I have ten more as I'm writing those ten, 
and the words are blending together and becoming more and more 
unreadable with every moment, and I'm thinking there should be 
some kind of an award for people who write fast, just like there 
was in the 4th grade when I won the award for typing the fastest, 
the whole class standing behind me as I sat at the keyboard, the 
nerdy girl kicking the popular poy's ass, and focusing like I 
fucking wish I could focus now as I hide, writing feverishly, 
while dreading that someone, anyone, will come into my little 
adopted room, and suddenly the thoughts come rushing back to me, 
fifty at a time, and I know that, even without Atavan (isn t it 
hilarious that all the time I was on Atavan I thought it was Adavan 
and I wonder if my doctor heard me say it this way, with the i n 
instead of the "t," and thought I was an idiot, but the truth is 
that I didn't know I was wrong until, by accident, I looked at the 
label on the bottle of pills I was just popping into my mouth 
without even knowing what they were and certainly not caring), 
even without my Amnesia Drug, I am going orazy again, and, if this 
is a manic state, then why isn't it any fun, because it used to be; 
or maybe it didn't and I just said it was after the fact because I 
thought that's what people wanted to hear, that at least I wasn't 
ble ALL the time, that for a month out of every 


idally misera 
TEP y WAS fun without faking it, that I really, really 


was, so you shouldn 4 
this, and someday 
E. and ny pody.is starting to shake, and I have hal i 


familiar At 


۱4 be afraid to love me, because I won't always — 
I'll take you on the ride of your life, I | 


(d)avan withdrawal (which I went through at light speed 


specifically so that I could make these bloody international 
appearances that I'm here for at this very moment) and I notice 

that ny rushed and feverish handwriting is becoming slightly more 
attractive, and I wonder if it's possible that I am becoming so Q 
accustomed to being insane that I'm doing it prettily and with 

1 style, because, if that's true, then it's fucking sick (and I'm 
writing parenthesis (write that 10 times fast) within parenthesis 
(within parenthesis) because I can't not), and I have that awful 

1 feeling of jumping out of my skin, chest tingling, throat choking 

| on my own nervousness, but am I not still on a double -- triple on 

i bad days =- dose of the Beta Blockers I have been prescribed for 

| PTSD, the same that are often (over) prescribed to performers (or 

| just taken by performers) for "performance anxiety" (a fancy term 
i 


for good, old-fashioned stage fright), but I've never had stage 
fright, and, even if I did, I'm not on stage (or am I, for isn't 
all the world a stage, and I notice that my parenthesis are 

| one-sided because they have & beginning but no end because they 

| develop another parenthesis and another and another exponentially 
| and I'm actually fighting the onslaught of even more parenthetical 
1 asides, because some of them are too scary to put down on paper 

l and besides this is getting ridiculous but still there's more and 

| more and more and my body feels wrong and I've been losing a lot of 
3 
| 


blood after the awful, brutal, violent abortion that has changed 
me forever, and I shouldn't even be writing this down, nobody 
| wants me to talk about this, he told me not to talk about this, but 
1 I should have known I was pregnant even though I was not supposed 
| ی(‎ o get pregnant but I should have known anyway because 
| ; & efore I figured it out I had to have butter I absolutely 
HAD to have butter and I don't even eat butter not ever but I 
needed plain butter and nothing else and so I stood by myself in 
the kitchen and ate a whole stick of butter but because of the 
blood loss maybe this isn't insanity but just iron deficiency ana 
| in any case I have chills and my brain is buzzing like it's a 120 
| volt brain plugged into a 22 volt socket (word?) or is it the other 
way around and if there isn't an award for fastest writing then 
there should be and for world's longest run on sentence and I feel 
Sick and I go to check the time but my cell phone is dead or did it 
just become overwhelmed and annoyed by all of the crazy energy 
that is pouring out of me and simply decided to check out and I 
vish I could check out as easily as my phone can and then I realize 
] that there are no cell phones and that this technology won't exist 
i for another hundred years and I see now that the reason I live in 
4 the Victorian era on paper is that then as now when you're a girl 
i ; with depression manic or otherwise you're on your own and all of 
the attempts at mental health care are nothing but a shabby facade 
and I'm filled with so many truths right now and it hurts hurts 
hurts and I want more lies and I'm peeling the tissue paper I'm 
writing on into three transparently thin sheets for more space in 
which to write words that don't matter... 
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i 1 seemed tonight that I don't completely recall things done only 
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This morning I tried to write the word "orowd," but I looked down 

and saw that I had written "grown" instead. I erased it and tried Q 
"crowd" again, but, when I looked down, I saw that I had written 
"oroud," like "cloud," for some awful reason. iiadness... Ho much 

soud yo lke to spend at he apertmrtket today?]|Please rerain from 
shippnng any saes i th ON HOLD vatergories unti oy have a 
conmfirmayion from 160 tha th statsuf been دیاش‎ 

I have been chemically maipulated since fy first xolofy 

I am so sad that I have gone ahd they, those lunitic and por 

suisidal girls are 5till inside. I often fanatize about being 
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Lithium. People want to talk about these subjects quietly, which 
only makes me talk about them louder, if only سا‎ I'm 
embarrassed for them that they are embarrassed. If T n in the ER 
and the doctor asks what drugs I'm on and I say "Lithium, Ha m 
voice lowers immediately and his gestures qo ced SACO. : z s 
projects me into a place of weakness that I = a 1 1 ipe. 
in. I'm not to be pitied =- I'm not وی اه‎ » no of e a 
conditions I have nor the medications I میس و‎ Meer and, 
for god's sake, I'm not contagious. iline ien peer 

diseases that people DON'T need to worry a E 
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The Doctor felt quite passionately about inflicting as much pain as possible during 

the operation. As I begged for gentleness in the name of all that was merciful, he 

_ explained to me that childbirth is painiul only because God intended it should be Bo ^ 
as a punishment to all women (the falling of Eve and such...), and so, obviously, pain 
connected with any female part related to the process of childbirth, which would 

include all of them, should be endured to its fullest, without any attempt made ۱ 
towards its alleviation in any way. Wholly convinced by such & watertight argument, I 

lay back and listened as Dr. Ramage fumed over the theories published recently by a 

fellow called Darwin. It seems they are to do with evolution, and, besides the idea 

that all species evolve through a sort of "weeding out" of the inferior specimens so 

that the strong may survive and reproduce, this Darwin's theories propose, to the 

great vexation of all good Christians, that we are not in fact descended from Adam and 


Eve, but from monkeys instead. 


Asylum Letter No. XXX 


Having no proper surgeon of our own installed in the Asylum, we are often visited by 
doctors from the outside who can perform Such nenial tasks as we require from time to 
time, these being the abortions, clitoridectomies, uterus extractions, and the like. 


It was all I could do to stop myself telling the good Doctor that, whilst women may 
indeed have evolved from monkeys, men have not evolved at all. 


It is now two weeks since we were honoured by the presence of one Dr. 
defining characteristics include a crossed eye, aw 
fanaticism bordering on mania. 


Ramage, whose 
eek chin, and a religious 


At the start of Dr. Ramage's visit, he had been allowed to inspect every inmate's 
commitment form, and had determined to do the Lord's work by removing the uterus of 
every girl who had attempted suicide -- an ambitious undertaking that he was 
fortunately unable to carry out in full before his stay was up. I have already 
mentioned that melancholy and suicide are said to be "female diseases" caused by 
"female insanity" (which is apparently quite different from male insanity), and so it 


ought not to surprise you that a devout Christian should prescribe the aforementioned 
treatment, for, observe: 


Suicide is a sin and a direct offense against God. Attempted suicide is 
thing, containing all the evil and none of the permanency. Such an attempt is caused 
by "female illness." "Female illness" is caused by "female insanity." "Temale 
insanity" is caused by the female "parts." The queen of the female "parts" is the 
uterus, and hurrah! It is excruciatingly logical, is it not? 


the next best 


i 


All sarcasm aside, Diary, it seems to me that the entire medical community has 
proclaimed war upon our reproductive systems. 


However! I should like to request a parade in my honour, for I have now the sole 
distinction of being the first inmate of the Asylum for Wayward Victorian Girls to 
live longer than ten days after the surgical removal of her uterus. It Was stolen from 
my body via abdominal incision, and was as painful as you imagine it would be, but I 
regret to say that I've been through worse. I wonder if I shall live until the end of 
the month...that would be a real cause for celebration! Sir Edward has collected for 
ne an assortment of lovely papers to write on as a "get well" present, and, if I am to 
suffer from the fatal infection that my predecessors have, I am committed to my 
writing until the end, and I have decided that my last written word shall be 
"degringolade," for no other reason than that I have always thought it quite a silly = 
one, and I have been saving it up for a very special occasion. 


Will I miss it, my little uterus? I suppose I shall, for, once I realized what I was 
in for, I gave her a name (Victoria, in honour of our fair institution's namesake) and 
promised to remember her always. I suppose she is now up in Uterus Heaven flying about 
with all the other uteruses, and having a much nicer time than she would be had she 
remained inside my body under my present condition of imprisonment. Memento mori | 


I should &dd that I have been warned of Dr. Ramage's intention to return next month, 
and that, should he find me still melancholy’ (as though I could exist in any other | 
state), he will be forced to conclude that the cause of my insanity was not in fact my 
uterus, but is instead a demon that, due to my inherent female weakness, has taken up 
residence in my bloodstream. In that scenario, the cure could only be arrived at by _ 


thrice dally bleedings and a religious ceremony performed for the purpose of 
exorcising the devil, ۳ v $ 


Before I quit tnis theme, Diary, and fall face d 
write a brief discourse upon the subject of Dr. 
thereof: 


own on my bit of hay, permit 
Ramage's bedside manner, | 


وو سے 


Asylum Letter No. XXXI 


There has been talk amongst the Chasers that we are to welcome a new addition to the | 
Asylum staff. He is rumoured to be a surgeon, news that is welcomed by none of us. 


۲ + + 


The new doctor has come. We are all dreadfully curious to learn more about our latest 
tormentor. He arrived in a hansom cab this morning, causing quite a clatter as an 

inordinate number of trunks and cases were carried into the Asylum and up the stairs "3 
to the old Operating Theatre, a great, circular hall in the center of the Asylum which | 
has long lay in disuse. Years ago, under another superintendent, the Theatre had been _ 
the silent witness of countless dissections performed by the Asylum surgeons for the 
education of visiting students and the entertainment of inquisitive aristocrats. Dr. 
Stockill had no desire to teach, and we had not a proper surgeon of our own (though 
Dr. Lymer did his very best to cut us open at every opportunity), and thus the Theatre 


had been shut up. Now, the new doctor's things are being carried in, and I wonder what 
the next act will be... 
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Asylum Entry No. XXXII 


The Asylum's latest addition is indeed a surgeon, and his name is Dr. Gower Greaveslyy 
which is a perfectly hideous name if you ask me, fit only for & gravedigger or an 1 
undertaker. Or & surgeon. 


I have just returned from my first examination by this Dr. Greavesly, and am none the 
better for it. A Crasher had escorted me to the Theatre, in the center of which is 
placed a large wooden slab; this is the Operating table. Around the circumference of 
the Theatre are tiers of balconies providing an equally clear view of the performance - 
taking place on the floor below to all spectators. Grey and ghastly figures watched me 
from the balconies, but I am accustomed to the ghosts by now. Ho, what frightened me 
was the thought of those very real people who used to fill that balcony every day, and P 
who may do so again, waiting with gruesome delight for the victim below to be 
dissected, the best show in town. The very idea sent chills through me, and I chided 


myself for being su i is " 
Pa 12 eing susceptible to chills at this point; I had wanted to be on stage; 


On smaller tables scattered about the room lie rows of Surgical instruments, set out 
seemingly for the very purpose of display. The tools are far more th * "a M E 3 
Lymer's blades and bleeding machines, for these n E " E 


d ew blades are 
through mere flesh, but to cut through bone as well. There are Nw Jasik teeth, 


long knives that seem to belong more in a slaughterho 
pliers, and metal drills with bloodstained handle 
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decorating, hasn't he? But three aprons...th S y has made quick work o 

good, E at means he has brought assistants. Not 
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Dr. Greavesly was waiting for me, anà I wil / 
him: The Doctor is neither young nor old. ay [EY ny first impression of | 
& great amount of red, wild hair, though not aS red ag noe than Dr. Stockill and has _ 
man, with heavy limbs and an animalistic temperament, ne. He is a lumbering sort of بت‎ 
examination had been brief, but thorough. iy shift E more feral than tame. My 
stockings before the Doctor as he passed his rough rd Od, and I stood in my 
particular attention to my abdomen. $7» ruddy hands over me, giving 
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I knew what he was looking for. 


he stranger looked a bit taken aback, but then he smiled. 


"Well then," he said, "I ought get this blasted glass off the floor at once, or you're 
‘Sure to cut yourself." ot j ERO a Tae 


Having collected the larger pieces, he rose and went in search of 
unchained human being, someone who did not belong here, who was not | 
3 stitution, or at least did not appear to be, made me all the more awar 
imprisonment. $ DE 


un 
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"How lovely it would be," I sighed to myself, "if all that cuts me could be swept away 
by that broom." ۱ ۱ 


Asylum Entry No. XXXIII 


We are told that Dr. Greavesly has been brought to the Asylum to make reformo Mana nea 
appears to be wasting no time. The surgeon has spent the past two weeks examining 
inmates and cataloguing us into a red, leather-bound book of considerable 

proportions. I have not seen what he writes, but I do know that he does not document 
our names, instead referring to us only by our cell numbers (I've become accustomed to 
having no last name, but this is ridiculous). Those of us who share a cell are 


differentiated bj the addition of a letter following ou 
E & r cell number. Thus, my home 


3 


The young man stopped his sweeping and gave me a puzzled look. 


شي 


"I'm afraid I don't understand you," he said, an apology in his voice. 


Just then, a door slammed, and Dr. Greavesly stormed in from the other side of the 
Theatre, the thud of his heavy boots reverberating off the lofty ceiling. His arms 
Were loaded with willow branches and sundry flowerage, and I decided that, already, 
this had been the most peculiar examination yet. I had prepared myself for that 
Sickening moment when Dr. Greavesly would order me onto the operating table, but he 
did not. Instead, he asked the young man to set up what he called an "apparatus" in. 
front of & large soreen that had been draped with swaths of sheer, white fabric. I : 
watched as my new acquaintance positioned a wooden box with a sort of bellows attached 
on the top of a tall, three-legged stand. He had beside him the remainder of his glass 1 
panes, and was fitting one of them into the back of the box. ifter looking closely EL 
into one end, he adjusted the bellows, which tilted the front of the box away from the 
back. A large, black cloth was then laid over the entire contraption. 


The Asylum for Wayward Victorian Girls 
Ward B, Cell Block W14 
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Veronica is W14-B, and the Captain, who had been 
fron Quarantine, is Wl4-C. Little Flea, 

spinning French girl, had also become ou 
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Meanwhile, the Doctor had piled his mass of flora onto the operating table, seeming to 
forget that I was in the room as he laid out the foliage like so many surgical 
instruments. Diary, I need not describe my bewilderment. At last, both men had 
finished their mysterious preparations; calling me by my cell name, Dr. Greavesly 
ordered me to follow him behind the curtain. Taking hold of my arm, he pushed me down 
onto a low couch placed before the screen, and instructed me to do exactly as he said 
(which I generally assume goes without saying). i 


I have been summoned back to Dr. Greavesly's 0 


first I have already spoken of; ۲ 

an invasive physical 9 a ۳۳ de a ae AM d P. 1 
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"Stay perfectly still." AD ies 


"Yes, Doctor." 


ED "I am going to place these flowers upon your head, and you are not to touoh them." 
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Shoved inside, the door locked behind me, b 
looked about, walking amongst the tables, 

Doctor's abattoir; each device I touched f 
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i E Surgeon was nowhere to be seen. I E 
ous fingers grazing the tools of the ~ 
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with 
à I put my hones the screams of its 


` "What is this about?" I wondered. "Am I to revise my role as the mad Ophelia so so 
_ The Doctor had selected a handful of poppies, and was attempting to weave them thr 
` my hair, but his thick hands were not built for a task of such delicacy, and 
‘to see what they could do with a surgeon's knife. At last, he had succeeded in 
@n assortment of greenery atop my head, but, upon standing back to review his 
- was displeased, and angrily swept the entire arrangement away before trudgi 
- his chair beside the young man, who was busy peering into the box and makir 
djustments. erat 


with a thorough eye (I have learnt to I 
trust n * I inspected the young man 
I know what I am getting myself int 9 one, and am E > 
i 0). not li ess ; 
trained by Dr. Greavesly perhaps, Was He could be a ney su kely to speak 8 Beusven't got the eye for thie sort of thing at all, Thomas." 


T&loal assistant being 


looked nothing like t 5 1 
& he others; where their featureg ud natural enemy. Yet, he ۳ | The name is Thomson, Dr. Greavesly." 


refined, shy, even inviting. "mh 
M uA nerit sure; quite sure, that wha 91 
about the TORA to Hell vein و‎ fhe Whisper of A ur di he did not intend to 
-- I don't know why. good intentions... 1 bruh ert ee 

y hi 


ls. By any name, you're a delicate sort of chap I dare say; pe: 
ou UAE | k 


t, Thomson (whether that was his 
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e of whether he ought to thank the Doctor for th 
"I'm awfully sorry," he said, 1 


his fair + : 
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Declining the opium, Thomson moved from behind the apparatus and advanced towards ۰ 
Re bent to retrieve the poppies strewn about by the frustrated Doctor. E 


"I seem to be destined to live on the floor today," he said 


; as one wishing to lighten 
a grave situation. 3 


Then, Thomson was standing beside me, so close that Ic 
against his chest. "He really is quite young," I thought, "certainly not more than 
twenty-five, if that." (We have seen very few young men at the Asylum -- they have not. 
the heart for it, or perhaps they have too much. The Chasers make up the bulk of our __ 
staff; most are hardened criminals themselves and have lived a rough life, in and out 
of prisons and poorhouses; they are chosen for being suited to the job, as well as for 


being cheap labor, which is why they have neither the incli i i 1 
1 to 
treat us any better than they do.) S InRCioH nor he Hoe ME 


ould hear his heart beating 


ee € eta ی ی‎ 


"Do forgive me," said Thomson. 


He took a deep breath as though he were Preparing for a swim, and tw 
through the tangled hair above my right ear. His fingers trembled e slightly; I 
pretended not to notice. Thomson seemed pleased with the flower's Wiss ior fos he 
continued on, and soon had every bit of vegetation back upon ny head again but 
apparently, in a much more becoming manner, because, after some اه‎ in tHe ; 
company of his cigarette, the surgeon leapt forward. 


ined a poppy 


"Why, Thomas," he exclaimed, "you're an absolute artist 


ie ust as you 5 id 
jou were. It's no wonder the Queen has her royal eye on ni your old Bryson sa 


you, the old bird..." 
"It's Thomson, Dr. Greavesly." 


"nc 


So you claim. But don't you think we ought to disgui 1 
Turn the wretch to the other side, ی‎ guise that unsightly mark somehow? 


"That heart-shaped sear you mean, Doctor? 

my ever the scAr مخ هد‎ very soul oF thc E ORREN with you. TO 

argument ahead, Thomson added, "And besides, the light is E dud eC 
S side. 

| "Empi! You young romantics find your "soul" ngest pl 

| it doesn't matter a whit what's on her face, and you're nie Places. Oh, bloody fucks 

j clientele might have a particular appreciation for battle E e I ode e 

۰ y on, Thomas. 


in the stra 


Dr. Greavesly had been moving towards me as 


s he spoke in ۱ 1 
mark, and, now that Thomson had turned his attention Wash ne doa. PAS E 
atus, e 


| 
| 
dragged his heavy hand along my arm and u ۲ n 
| was his touch from the We sms His mu ki Aue thought how very different 
i fingers curled around the back of my neck, his diui NUN du) over my face; his 3 
| closed my eyes to shut him out, He moved his hand down from ما‎ over my scar. I 
| و‎ my bottom lip painfully, his thumb pushing its uy NUR to ny mouth, a 
urned my head in disgust. His invasive action reminded me So Ge ee 43 
and I wondered why it was that men Seemed so desirous of of the Count de Roths HE 
mouth. Dr. Greavesly sneered at me through his Yellor vip TE their fingers in my 
&rowling laugh, stalked back to his chair where he lit an th and, with a low and 
just like the Count," I thought. "They are of Ub rn other opium cigarette. "He 8 
incapable of being wounded by anyone. Our disdain is wa dob -- men who wound but are .— 
thrive upon it, and our disgust is the sauce they Pavoni iig on nen such as these. They — 
nothing, do what he will." The surgeon lifted a blog î ith. I will show him 3 
to the light. 95592 from the ground and held it UB. 


1 


E 


"Yes, yes, yes "he mused, "5 
eee » ‘Shakespeare k 
and always on the verge of wilting." ET TERR woman s 


hould be...soft, silenta _ 


He crushed the flower in his sweat 

had said any such tripe, but AE TE eat 

the sort who say they've read a book if EE 
spawned a great many of this Benus; they see m 
دا‎ us pans they know all about it, y 
nows that nothing is as simple as + ۱ 

Sed i ud ice n i Bs: costume, Having Made big ever read the play 
must remain completely still until n 
that Thomson's contraption was و‎ cum 


LE Sy EEN eS CONS REIN Ue: 


here Shakespeare 
Surgeon was of | 


e said it w 
eras I had heard of such O move again, I knew 


وو 


ها و 


Seen one; and had certainly never imagined that I should be photographed, especially 

— ina setting such as this. I would have loved to look inside of that box and see how it 
Worked. I would have loved to have a picture of myself performing on the stage as I 
had always imagined I would =-= as I had hoped I would someday be. That would have been 
1 for, Thomson, pulling the black cloth over the camera and himself, said, "You're posed 


a bit, and turn your face to the light for me." I did so. I wondered if he were 


It had been years since I'd heard the word "please." With one hand, Thomson slid open 


| "I've done nothing," I said, abruptly. 


"full view. Thomson could see my face, and no doubt my fury. Something had inil 


$ 


lovely, but I should not be immortalized like this. ïy anxiety must have suited me, 
quite perfectly as. you are. But, perhaps...yes, perhaps you could lift your chin just 


satisfied with the result, for he stood gazing at me for a long moment afterwards and 
said nothing. 


"Yes, I think that's all right,” he spoke, at last. "Please, don't move." 


the camera's shutter. With the other, he lifted a lit taper from the small table 
beside him and touched its flame to a metal dish laden with a fine powder. Without 
warning, a bright flash quite blinded me; this was followed by much smoke and falling 
ash. I felt an age had passed before Thomson allowed me to move again. 


"Thank you," he said, softly, strangely bashful now that his work'was done. 


The brilliant burst of light had set something off within me. I felt...unsettled. 


Unacoustomed to kindness, I almost bristled at it, and was quicker with my reply than © 
I had intended. Dr. Greavesly snubbed out his cigarette and rose from his chair. $ 


"Quite so, you haven't," he spat. "I'm afraid I was hasty in my compliments. This 
poetio pageant of melancholy may delight the pretentious idealists, but the cynics 
will be bored to tears; they always are, and, as I learnt ages ago in Whitechapel, the 
cynics are our primary patrons. You know Whitechapel, don't you, Thomas?" 


"No, I don't. Should I, Dr. Greavesly?" 


"Hmm, I suppose you don't go in for that sort of thing, not yet anyway. Now, look 
here." 


The Doctor had again come to my side and was tearing my shift down over one shoulder, 
revealing enough to make Thomson blush. "Poor thing," thought I, "with a complexion so 
fair, he can hide nothing. Is that why he is hidden behind the camera while I am the 
one in front of it?" I was sick inside, but I kept my vow not to show it. Dr. Greavesly 
had forced me to one side of the couch until I was leaning clear off the edge; my 
flowers began to fall. I must have had something of my dignity left after all, for it 
had been offended. This was all too much. I glared directly at my enemy. 


"Yes!" shouted the Doctor, suddenly impassioned. "That has a touch of madness in it. 
Thomas, my boy! Capture that!" 


It was just like working in the Ophelia Gallery again, but, there, I had been able t 
act the part because I knew the purpose, and I had a plan. Seated before the came 
Was permitted no knowledge of why I was being ordered to pose with my clothing h& 
Off, and that is what made me angry. Thomson had been watching Dr. Greavesly han 
me, and I believe I saw upon the young man's face the uneasy look of someone torn 
between two courses of action. The surgeon stepped away from me to allow the cam 


as well, for he quickly slid a new pane of glass into the camera and refilled t 
late of powder on the table. 


tay as you are! It's real. It's perfect. This is how I've always imagined Op 


Woman would have drowned without a fight." us 


paced the room in exoitement, The second photograph t 
and lit yet another oigarette. mw MMC 


e Thomas...today we haye begun a new c 
s me, "is the image that will 


1 
۳ 
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Asylum Letter No. XXXIV 


I have just returned from Hydrotherapy. In Hydro, we are stripped naked, then forced 
down into individual metal tubs filled up to our necks with ice-cold water. A board 
with a space cut out for our heads to fit through is locked over each tub so that the 
Chasers may leave us unattended without fear of our escape. There are one hundred 
twenty-four tubs in the Hydro Chamber; the inhabitants of Cell W14, all now senior E 
members of the Striped Stocking Society, lay in the tubs around me, and several other ۱ 
girls besides. Flea occupied the tub to my right. I had come to know many of my fellow 
inmates more intimately than most families ever » one another, and yet I realized 
that I'à never asked Flea what she had done to en up in this place. I decided to find 
out, talking to distract myself from the unbearable cold. 

"I would not go to Church," Flea confided. "Ny mother died when I was Small, and so my 1 
father was my sole guardian. Because of my refusal to accept the Church and its 
beliefs, my father thought me possessed by the Devil, and so he asked the parish to 
pray for me. The parish felt it their Christian duty to do even more, and so, one 
night, several men carrying torches came to my home; they seized me from my bed and 
locked me inside a closet below the stairs; there they sat, outside the closet door, 


and commanded me to pray to God for forgiveness until the next morning, when liadame 
Hournington came for me." 


"But why did you refuse to go to the Church?" asked Christelle in her thick Trench 
accent that always made us smile. 


Christelle had a great talent for brightening any room she entered simply because of 
the naturally radiant spirit she had not yet lost. I had grown fond of her, but 
sometimes I suspected that she didn't quite know where she was, or she would not be 
able to smile so. 

"Why? Because the Devil told me not to, of course," Plea replied. 

"What! ion Dieu! I will pray for you tonight!" cried Christelle. 


"Oh, I don't mean it, silly. The truth is that I could not believe the teachings of 
the Church, and I could not pretend to, and that is all. But why were you committed?" . 
Flea asked me. 


"A handful of reasons, I suppose," said I, "but mainly because I tried to drown 
myself." 


"I could never do that, no matter how bad things got," said the Captain, quietly. 
"Ho, neither could I, especially as I'll be going home tomorrow," added Veronica. 
"Were you not afraid to die?" asked Joanna. 

"When one's life has been besmirched by such pain, such horror," I asked them all, 
it 5o impossible to imagine what dreams may come being better than this, and the 
chance of that quite worth the taking?" 

"But what 4f there is nothing else? No afterlife at all?" E oi 2 


"Then perhaps I shall get a good night's sleep at last." 


الل — لے 


| 5o built this miniature society of their own == a real society, with laws, a 


My Dear Augusta, x 


j* 
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comes every night | also see the d 2: ; 

^ His face isthe cruel face he ha n 

0 strike me. yel Vis stillness is worse | 
e. Pile, 


ams stifling 


` J fear sleep. My dream of my baby daug ble 
band dead only weeks before my bab 
life; he stands before me -- he does 
and | wake gasping for air, ihe 
me, ] wish to tell my son. to eK 
lo give me something to calm my nerve 
now, oh! مور‎ confess to you a 1 
afraid of him. You alone know how 


nr 


SM 


Asylum Letter No. XXXV al 


While the girls of Ward à pray for release, the girls of Ward B pray for escape. The 
primary difference between the two wards is just that: a single shred of hope, and t 
complete absence of it. 


ed to be alfectionate sl ۳ ۱ 
M ۳ ae 5 Y ee 
always. and perhaps | go loo far in his. if only. | suspect of myself, to isguis " 


1 s yet Ww! 1١ ye, al 

strangeness that | have always felt lowards Emi he T eA cd 1 
5 ^ B CRUS A e 7 
believe that 1 موم مق‎ to love him, though EEEN boy ke has always ۹ 


do love, I do not know. Monty dates upon me سیم‎ rus cues that ether t 
been, but-ho-seems-also.to-have become quilj $ Nie cue conces sepas 
servants or have been in his laboratory almost tdg y $ -Iae 

i he guar 
be that his chambers should not. be entered. and he s ۳ 
wilh a passion bordering om ferocity 7 e 


There are tales of escape -- myths, legends almost. Some of the girls believe that 
escape is actually possible, but they derive their belief entirely from these faerie - 
stories, most of which, in recent times at least, were originally propagated by one E 
girl in particular: my cellmate, Joanna. I had kngyn Joanna both from Ward A and also © 
as a fellow Opheliac. She is a seemingly normal yÜung lady in every way == sweet 4 
natured, daintily pretty, and positively stinking of good breeding. Joanna had been 
married once, for on her ring finger is a thin band of skin that is still lighter than _ 
the rest of her; this evidence of a life before the Asylum becomes less visible each E 
day that she goes without sunlight, and she will soon be as pale as the rest of us, 
with no remaining proof of a former life, or of having had a place in the heart of 
anybody. 


4s Joanna displayed such an agreeable nature, it took months for me to discover that _ 
she was an incorrigible liar. By then, she'd already had me believing that she had 
seen Sachiko alive and well before being admitted, and had even invented an elaborate 
story about attending a concert and hearing Sachiko play. But when she added, "She" 
lovely girl, and piays beautifully, but, to tell the complete and untainted truth, 1 
I've never entirely trusted blonds," the jig was most definitely up, and it was 7 
painfully clear that Joanna had never seen Sachiko at all. Still, it had been easy for _ 
Joanna to fool more than a few of the girls with such tales, accounts of inmates we F- 
had seen disappear existing on the outside, and having better and more exciting lives 
than we could possibly imagine, for, after all, isn't this what we want to believe? It 
is not to be cruel that Joanna tricks the girls, but simply for her own entertainment. _ 
And, in defense of the gullible, in cases where an inmate vanishes without warning and 
is not heard from again, if no one of us can prove her death, did it really happen? J 
How do we know? And wouldn't it be nicer to believe that there is life after the 
Asylum? I would never be the one to strip these girls of their delusions, for God 
knows they have nothing else to keep breathing for, but the reality is that the 
"escapees" have been quietly disposed of, and we will never see them again unless we 
dig up the Pits. 


On the subject of inhumanity, I often marvel at the Asylum staff's ability to live 
comfortably within the filthy and corrupt world they have created -- not just the 

Chasers, but the doctors as well. We, the inmates, are here because we were thought 
unable to function as we should within the boundaries of proper society. Perhaps the _ 
doctors and staff had themselves become unable to function in the outside world, and _ 


well-defined hierarchy, and even its own sins. Like all prisoners, we have oreated ow 
little world as well, and so, here we are, three worlds, spinning madly, grazing e à 
other and only just avoiding ruin at each rotation, There is reality, there are th 

doctors, and there is us. We are the nobodies, The bleedables. The killables. The 

rapables. The keep-quietables. The hidables. The bury-in-the-darkables. The unlov 
uncüred for, and the torturables. We are the lowest of the lowest form of criminal 
but with less rights, less medical care, and less likelihood of being released. W 


the inmates in this Asylum ~~ the patients in this hospital. And the joke of it a 
We axe here to be cured. 


are not. Yes, Emily, a portrait is a terribly ialse thing; for what shows in a 
portrait is nothing more than the mask of everything the subject would like the viewer f] 
to believe he is." BEC 


"And am I a terribly false thing?" I asked Thomson. 


"You," said he, "are & terribly real thing in a terribly false world, and that, I 
believe, is why you are in so much pain." 


Thomson had told me the one thing that I knew to be true, but it seemed a oruel thing 
to show one her own image if she could not change it. The tears rolled down my cheeks 
-- great, heavy, hot tears => and I hid my face in my hands. These were the hopeless 
tears that Ophelia oried before she leapt into the brook -- the tears of every girl 
who had been pushed too far, and would not find her way back again. I could have 
filled the Thames with my tears, yet not express half of what was inside me. 


Asylum Letter No. XXXVI 


From the entire Asylum stock of roughly two thousand, leSs than one hundred girls have 
| been selected to be photographed. From the day he arrived, Dr. Greavesly has/been 

1 BELLE our medical details in his red leather book, and, by way of repeated 

i examinations, he has narrowed the masses down to this relatively small number. What 

i the criteria are, and why, we are utterly devoid of insight. ji 


te 


My too-honest friend left his post behind the camera and knelt down beside the chaise 
I sat upon. He wiped away my tears with his pale, intelligent hands, and, for one 
moment, a moment that would likely ngver come again, I thought not of survival, but 
only of my heart. mf : 


F ۲ 
For reasons unknown to me, I have been the only inmate ca11 pack to be photographed 
more than once. Several pictures have now been t D, and, though being in the 
presence of the surgeon's leering eyes turns my stcmach, I endure it almost willingly, 
for it allows me temporal freedom of my cell, and also because I have, Diary, grown 

" rather fond of Thomson's company. The budding photographer has been granted a room of 

| his own in which to carry out his work, as it was necessary for Dr. Greavesly to 
resume his surgical duties, for the which he required the unobstructed use of his 
Theatre. 


And yet, I feel horribly guilty at not being the body on the operating table == at 

, being let loose from my cage while my sisters suffer in its cramped, cold corners. 
But, what have I ever done that was for myself? Have I ever taken a single moment to 
do as I wished? And still I feel remorse because I know that I am not the only girl 
inside the Asylum or out of it to have lived this life of self-denial. Well, the fact 
remains that I am ordered to sit for these photographs == I do not request it and 
should I ask to be relieved of this duty, I would not be allowed, for it is encourage 
and, in fact, arranged by the surgeon himself, though for what purpose I cannot yet 
guess. Should I say one word in protest, I would be tossed into Quarantine for being 
rebellious. Wouldn't I? 


As I recline comfortably before the camera I have slowly become friends with, warm for 
once, with fragrant flowers in my hair and a cup of tea at my side, my guilt at being 
preferred threatens to consume me, and I wonder if it is truly guilt alone that makes 
my heart heavy; or, perhaps, fear of any small happiness that I know cannot last. I 
have lost what little I ever had, and my sole consolation in this world is that I can 
lose no more. Yet, by gaining something I am afraid to be deprived of, have I not 
already lost this consol&tion? Perhaps there is always something to lose, no matter 
how little one has to begin vith. 


Thomson seems ever to be searching for something in his work سح‎ something that is : 
true, he says, that is not the physical, but becomes the physical through transcending 
its invisibility. He believes that the soul of a person can be photographed if only | 
the subject is willing to share it, provided the photographer knows how to draw it 
out. It is not that he despises physical beauty for its own sake; on the contrary, he 
has the greatest respect for it; I had known this from the moment he placed that first © 
poppy in my hair. It is simply that he attains to something more, and I am happy to a 
assist him in his quest. 


». 


"I hope someday to photograph things as they are," Thomson said e ni 
as I sat for him the fifth time. "I believe this "tool of iere could DEREN 
change. It could tell the truth about things, and force people to pay attention 
cannot pursue that now == there is no profit in it, and we all must eat. Besid i 
پوس‎ t V lp people prefer to immortalize the things they like pest about 1 
enbselves. They are not wrong to want this, of , : i 
is the same as asking a person to say aloud, and watoa od i asbl 
who admire them, what they desire most in the world, Would vod ey admi 
something honourable? Something they hoped would please some m E 
: «would be brave enough to choose that particular moment to teli d ers 
"offers the permanent documentation of & person as they are, but M 
behind the lens, my subjects raise a shield, and so I oan dh M 


ly 
۹ 


e ne wet 


s my 7 freedom? Which armed guard shall I trot past with a wink and a‏ ی 
Smile? Where do you think we are? Oh, Thomson...why did you come here..."‏ 


was choking on a torrent of tears and anger, and could not form the words to وود‎ 
all. 


"Emily, please listen to me -- I didn't know!" 


"You didn't know? You didn't know? How could you not know? How much wer 
Jou to not know?" 
Asylum Letter No. XXXVII "They said it was all a study, a sort of experiment, an attempt to prove the humanity - 
of the mentally...whatever! I thought it was all for good, I truly did. But I am so 


_ Sorry, so very sorry...I never meant for this to happen, please...please believe me. f. 
will fix this somehow, Emily, darling." A 


4 horrible day... It began with Dr. Greavesly himself retrieving me from my cell to 
take me to Thomson's room for the sixth time. Seemingly in quite a hurry, the surgeon 
held his red leather book under one arn, and grasped my elbow with the other, pulling 
me roughly down the hall and up the stairs leading from Ward B to the Upper Staff 
apartments, where Thomson's temporary studio was located. Once inside the room, Dr. 
Greavesly released his grip on my arm and went to lock the door in the adjacent wall. 
Be set his book upon the desk at which Thomson developed his photographs, and searched 
his pockets for the key to the room. iiy curiosity to know what was inside the book 
overwhelmed me; I could not take my eyes from it. Finally, having located the key, Dr. 
Greavesly left me, locking the door behind him. You can imagine, Diary, my 
exhilaration when I saw that the book was still on the desk. 


Again he tried to hold me close, and, this time, I did not fight him, for I knew it was 
the last time we would ever touch. 


"I couldn't bear for it to go forward -- it simply cannot happen. Not to you." 


"And what of the rest of us? No, my friend, you cannot fix this, for there is Mothers 
to fix -- everything has happened just as it was always meant to." 


I held Thomson's face in my hands, but the sincerity in his clear, 
me more, and again I pushed him away. 


I knew it would not be long before Dr. Greavesly realized what he was missing and came 
back for it, and so it was with a pounding heart and trembling hands that I ran to the 
table. I touched the smooth cover. I had done this before, but where? The spindly 
fingers of memory reached out to me from another time, another world, and, all of a 
sudden, I was there, hiding in the attic with Sachiko, drunk on sherry, and opening 
the book containing the painted portraits of the girls who had left the school. 
Instantly, I knew everything -- I had only to lift the cover to confirm it. I did so, 
and there it was ~~ page after page of provocative photographs followed by records of 
age, physical characteristics (the deformities of some girls were actually listed as 
selling points), assurances of virginity (ha!), and, of course, price. All of the 
pretty girls from the phase Gallery were there, and gorens more...a hundred 


"And yet, I am to believe you knew nothing? What of this 'clientele!? Their 
'preferences'? This 'selling!? You knew nothing? I am a prisoner here. I &m nothing. I P 
can ask no questions. But you could. And you didn't. Did you think nothing of that?" 


Thompson sank to the floor, kneeling at my feet. 


. "I thought of nothing but you," he said. 


"Don’t say things like that to me. You have killed me =~ if not through تا‎ muon 


through your wretched ignorance. One is little better than the other." 


perversion of our age, or has it always heen thus? 


Having heard the noise, Dr. Stockill entered the room, accompanied by tw 


Worst of all, the peepshow began with a large card printed with my picture, the same followed by his mother. 


that Thomson had taken of me on that first day. I removed the card from the book and 
turned it over; on the back was an advertisement for a brothel, a house of 
prostitution -- call it what you like =- but it was our house. The card was 
advertising the Asylum. Dr. Stockill was renting out our bodies by the hour, and, 
through my image, I was helping to sell these girls, my cellmates, my friends, and 
myself into the hands of criminals who want us only for the novelty of being with a 
mad girl, which is, apparently, quite a delicacy (who knew?). I was helping to line 
the pockets of the doctors, for God knows none of the proceeds would go towards the E 
upkeep of our crumbling institution. y photographs were everywhere, prominently 
featured as the very archetype of what was for sale. The prices were impossibly high, 
but also impossibly low» "This is how much we are worth?" I thought; "And how little?" 
This, the fruit of my hours with Thomson and his camera...oh! what had my fair friend 
done to me? To all of us? Is this what it all had come to? I wrenched the hideous 
volume from the table and threw it down to the ground; there, I tore through the ۸ 
pages, ripping out any that bore my likeness. Suddenly, the door crashed open, and in 4 
rushed Thomson, out of breath. He hastened to where I sat and pulled me from the 
floor. 


o Chasers, and 


"What on Earth is ihis!" oried the Headmistress, olearly surprised to see both the dide 
photography equipment and me out of my cell. iz 


"It's nothing, Mother," said the Doctor. "Leave us, please." 


"Monty..." 


"Leave usi" 


Indignantly, iiadame iiournington swept out of the room as the Superintendent 
| the Chasers. : 


Be susrantine. owt" he ordered. 


"I have to get you out of here!" he said, ina panic. Eun; dear God, Em, I've been XB 


the city...I saw, oh God, we haven't got time now == you've got to run away from this 
place!" 


imself between me and my pe a but Dr. Stockill came Pav and cove 
omson' s mouth with a handkerchief; my former friend quickly collapsed. 
art to see this, but I knew that Thomson was far from dead; I had 5 
a í rebellious inmate in this way; the viotin would awake 
: | 1 Mgadache, but none the worse. The Doctor's lackeys woul 
len it would be too indisoreet to murder hini ana 

her ways ta keep him silent. 


I wrested myself from his arms and pushed him away. 


I was overcome with rage; thel 
sense of betrayal was a piercing bullet, burning in 


to my chest. 


"Emily, please!" cried Thomson, 


"Please?" I spat the words. "I've got to run awa 


Y, have I? Well, that! vee 
brilliant! Why on Xarth didn't I think of that? Peper CUM 


And which looked door shall I w ke 


———— BOF 


! 


۱ 


1 


“Hall at our next available opportunity. We hope t 


۱ my place high up in the broken gas-lamp, re-imagining these deadly perfumes over 
over in my brain, adjusting the amount of one chemical to balance another, tipping 
cale first this way, then that way, a bit more on this side, then & bit more ۱ 


jn interrupted Sir Edward. 


yes, of course, Sir Edward" Basil continued. "What I mean to say is that I have 
een able to identify the exact ingredients of Dr. Stockill's formulas, match them to 
Seases rampant in the world outside, and, in the process, have deduced the knowledge 
not only of what the Doctor has been doing, but also, and perhaps more importantly, 
what he intends to do next. I now believe that we have all been mere whetstones on 
which the Superintendent has been sharpening his ultimate weapon. But! Like the 
| whetstone, we are intrinsically stronger than the weapon we are being used to create!" 


m Letter No. XXXVIII 


6, the members of the Striped Stocking Society, intend to hold a meeting in the Ward 4 


o discuss the potential purposes of, 
and possible strategies to avoid, Dr. Stockill's increasingly deadly chemical N 
experiments. Sir Edward has promised to introduce to us someone who may shed a pinhole > 


oi light onto the situation, and we are eager to see who it is. 


A series of sneezes followed, and Sir Edward patted Basil on the back, warning the 

Smaller rat not to get himself too worked up. After explaining that the prolonged 

1 exposure to the Doctor's chemicals had harmed his respiratory system, causing him to 

PT E | S sneeze at such an alarming rate, Basil recovered somewhat, and continued on to tell 
1 | us, between sneezes, how, through their communication with ship rats arriving in 


d 3 1: t - 
The opportunity to meet in the Ward Hall presented eee England's ports from more exotic locales, the League had learned that the dreaded 


: rlier this evening. Once NI : Plague had hit Asia, and that pockets of Europe had already been infected; millions 
n c dum EET ome UR E in the corner near the window, I ES 1 _ were dead with more sure to follow. There was a growing terror in England that the 
a ی‎ enerzed n E A ان‎ OE "&5 heard from behind it, and, M بت‎ | deadly virus would demolish their own country as well, just as it had not so very long 
aum i و‎ a Smaller rat hopping along behi : rose ۱ ۲ ago during the era of the i Black Death. Dr. Stockil iok 1 
to their hind legs and bowed to us politely. BOE HIR 00 1 | NE of the infamous Black Death. Dr. Stockill had dguigElg ncm 


there lay at least as much power in the hands of one who could cause the Plague as in 
f ۳ 1 | T . those of one who could cure it, and to accomplish both would be to control society 
"iy n i E ۷ "nos | 3 <i 3 = 1 
E LT MEE Saisie We, the League, feel that there are things you زا‎ EON completely; to accomplish both would make one a veritable god amongst the entire human 
5 now abou e plot with which we are all inadvertently connected. We ourselves OE ۳ وق‎ -- worshipped and feared by all. / 
have been endeavoring to understand the purpose behind these experiments that we have 


ELY s ted E 7 3 : 3 | | > 
aan HE VENE us E time now, tut it Was not until recently that we — | | While Dr. Stockill was considered to be at the top of his profession, the field oz 
1 great pride that I now 2 ی‎ E if we are to formulate a plan of defense. It M experimental chemistry was a brutally competitive one. With so many ailments still 
advances in this quest for Much AL zat who has made the greatest E کش‎ lacking any sort of remedy, everyone who owned a test tube wanted to be the one to 
May I present, my children, Basil." i ense peril to his own personal safety» | | make a fortune on the cure for something; our Superintendent was certainly not the 


3 LL. only chemist experimenting day and night to find a cure for the big "P," and he knew 
۴۳۲ ۱ — it. Some had already claimed to have made the discovery, and, down in the city, the 
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Sir Sdward gestured to the smaller rat, who bashfully 


Shrugged off the attention. BÉ _ Street vendors! carts were piled high with bottles advertised to a desperate public as 

۶ " : E | the remedy they had all been waiting for, many even supplying lists of the nam and ^| 
"Oh, Sir Edward, و‎ mec = | ۱ & ames 
Then he و بو(‎ we: E redi a o tum. version of Cockney. E _ locations of persons successfully treated -- names of people who, of course, did not  . 
= Enid Eee , Se À sneeze. Alem. It is Ta a ` S TEL i TCR 
spent much time in the laboratory of Superintendent Stockill UN aedi "i ld : i. | o ree aee ERAT E 
months f fas 5 8 a 1 | 
ym PE Pu lin Nace ha a due to the cleanliness and order in SEMI As our bewhiskered instructors informed us, there could be but one way in which Dr. : 
of obscurity de dui god dU aba i T order leaving us 'vermin! little chance _ | [LL Stockill could insure himself to be the only man with the cure, and this was to oreate _ 
remain hidden fib View I ی‎ Pus ent for espionage, I have managed to SEL both the cure and the illness himself. To that end, he had been systematically = 
of both of our species dui hs uc e uae DAE 85 he tortured and killed countless m JO infecting the Asylum rats with mutated strains of the Plague virus in order to measu 
ISWELZRAS Lo erop it." Speeze. sneeze a M all the while being horribly E [ the effect of the altered illness, first upon the host (the rats), and then up e 
acte ins nune more Enn iR ts = 3 gue vent I was in possession of a MUSIC surrounding population (in this case, the inmates). The Doctor had been able to 

y in Dr. Stockill's laboratory..." NE ۱ | _ the girls directly for some time, of course, and had been doing so by the thou 
ae | 1 3 " n p 

Basil paused, for dramatic effect. Eo | E Over the past years, as he struggled to create an "improved" form of the vi 


‘form that he could depend upon to be utterly resistant to any remedy bu 
"What was instrumen j11?" ag ۱ 
guest ke notated to Seat eU T MEAN realizing that our honoured 3 MEER oe tard ortha gaenen. cor e bree mone E RM tnat Du eae 
mee ۰ : | "quite aware of the dangers his experiments expose himself to; during his 
—inereasing midnight walks through the Ward B corridor, our Superintendent 
1 “Seen wearing a heavy, dark robe and Plague mask, its pointed snout packe 
Basil tapped his snout, then sneezed. à "proteotive herbs and oils, and the round, soreened-over eye cavities, 
ping, giving him the vacant stare of the soulless executioner. Even 
i med inmate could not stop her blood from running cold at the sou 
ter of Chemistry, may | 's slow and steady footsteps coming ever closer from the far. 
results, and testing | : She could only look through the bars at the tiny flicke 
e deciphering capabilities of a lowly | Le oh it grow larger, knowing that, in mere moments, 
nger than that 9 1 ite, first, the tip of the mask's long white 
3 à ew KE ghastly h 


"I'd hoped you would ask, my lady. The instrument is this!" 


"You see, dear ladies, Dr. Stockill, the Asylum's 
Spend weeks, months, even years testing formulas 
them again, but what he wouldn't give to have th 


Tesident Nas 


YOU, ladies," 

"Hone taken, Sir == do go on," I said. I wishe ۱ 2 

x d to 1 

the mystery that had consumed me for as long as I net ook time in the unravel 

> i a prisoner, ۳ 

"Well, it was precisely this sense that I employed to dig 

working at. Dear ladies, I have been reformulating the vip. Eee the Doato 
5 of scent that I 
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quiet, and bloodless. As Basil reported, the Doctor believed that he w‏ وا 
close to a cure for his new disease; he slept less, and paced our darken‏ 
than ever. But all of this was useless to him in the outside world, whe‏ 
ould need to rely upon a swarm of infected rodents to transmit his new, maste‏ 
to the mass population, and this was the one aspect of his experiment in which Dr.‏ - 
Stockill had been making no progress. The reason, Basil explained, was twofold:‏ 
Pirst, Dr. Stockill had indeed succeeded in identifying the chemical makeup of the‏ 
disease closely enough to create something unique and equally dangerous, but the T 1‏ 
were gradually becoming immune to this artificially manipulated virus, and their‏ 
bodies seemed to be adjusting to any changes in the new strains the Doctor continuet‏ 
to introduce, leaving them virtually unaffected; they were also living much longer‏ 
now than ordinary rats, which allowed them more time in their lives to learn from‏ 
their experiences and develop their brains far beyond what had ever before been‏ 
thought possible for a rodent, or for any other animal for that matter. Second, for‏ 
all of his knowledge, there was one very important detail of which Dr. Stockill was‏ 
not at all aware. What the Doctor didn't know was that it had never been the rats who‏ 
were spreading the Plague in the first place. Rather, it was the fleas that were f‏ 
Stowing away on the backs of the rats that were the responsible party, rats having the‏ 
ideal fur in which to shelter such parasites, being smooth and resistant to water‏ 
("Like a pirate!" the Captain had whispered, lunging towards an anxious Flea), andy‏ 
thus, keeping the insects well protected from the elements. Therefore, simply‏ 
infecting the rats and expecting to see an outbreak in the inmates, or in the public‏ 
beyond, was never going to yield the expected result.‏ 


s 
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"We must use Dr. Stockill's ignorance on this point to our advantage," said Sir | | 
Edward, giving Basil a chance to rest, "and we must also do our parts to hinder the F 
successful creation of this 'cure', for, once a cure exists, the Doctor will find a 
way to distribute the disease, rats or no rats. His victory would render him the most 


powerful man of medicine or otherwise in the entire world; every life and every death _ 
would rest in his hands alone. We cannot let that happen," 3i 


I wanted to be as inspired by Sir Edward's speech as 
I could not be. I'à had enough of trying 
would become of everyone but myself. 


appeared the girls around me, D 
to prevent the inevitable == of worrying 8 


"The world is a horrible place, Sir Edward," I said. "Sonetimes T think how silly we 
are to want to rush back into it when it was the world that put us here in the first 
place. And, even so, we will never again see beyond these Walls...we are going to die 


in here regardless, Why should we care what happens outside?" Pi 


Sir Edward answered me without reproach, but sternly. 


"It does not matter why you should care, my child, because 
wh ou d 
choose to admit ít or not." yeh 4o care, whether yoy 
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Asylum Letter No. XXXIX 


4 suite of rooms upstairs has been decorated in &audy style for the pleasure of the 


"clientele," who visit the Asylum frequently in order to partake of only our finest Of 
lunatics. They want us exactly as we are -- wild, in tatters, in tears, and, of 
course, bound. 


The eroticism of death grows ever stronger in Society outside, and, 
clients, we are instructed to play the "Ophelia" (you may now feign surprise). I 
myself have been carried several times now to the Hydro Chamber, where I must forcibly 
reenact our heroine's drowning, the brass tub filled with blossoms, my soaked 

garments slipping from me just as they do in the popular Suicide paintings beyond the 
gates. I challenge anyone to tell me that these repetitive portraits of a girl engaged 
in the very private act of suicide (so private, in fact, that Shakespeare would not 
even write about the act, instead leaving it for another character, Gertrude, to 
relate in a strangely detached manner) are not teeming with Sexual imagery. 


for many of our 


I nave also been held down under the water and given a thorou 
hands before being allowed to breathe again. 

this fictitious character has taken over my 1 
Asylum; it seems there w 


&h groping by clumsy : 
It is remarkable, really -- the death of 
our lives here in the 

e Shall be required to endure in 
my mind in gruesome 

5 already been done, I feel myself 
while, inside, ny ability to escape 


ife, and all of 
ill never be an end to what w 
her honour. I cannot Say that being used thus 


WByS, but, rather than breaking me beyond what ha 
hardening -- outwardly becoming more resilient 
into my own world grows ever Stronger. 


does not affect 


m P ET ^ 
"y eii Pes Boos of late, وا‎ and I sit with my hands 
pressed agains EN eel the stripes stir 

a t mj 
demeanor as a victim of this B inmate here tha y 


my head, I do as I am told, 


Hospital Entry 25: CONING DOWN . 


My surrounding inmates are either shuffling around the Day Eum Wc. Wu. edu or 

i le in frightening Tits of psycho ۰ 

tly attacking both property and peop 
ES one in between besides me, and so I don't know where I belong. s ud ae 
een" allowed into our rooms until bedtime, I really have only two options: shar e 
find a place on the shabby green couch with the other drugged M. pobre der. 
۲ nd, or I co pace e 
here) and watch game shows for hours on end, 

E booth, waiting for the next dose of pills to be doled out. I EL 
make the decision, both choices seeming equally impossible to me, and BU T up 
standing in a corner by myself, waiting for someone to notice that I don't he ong 
here. Nobody notices. 


: i ing mania of the past week. Soon 
Ww OW...down from the bouncing, chatter à i 
3 d e oy SERE they will not be able to pull me out of bed. I look forward to 
min en to close my eyes. I am calm. I behave myself. But I have that within me 
5۰۰1 W 
that could tear this place apart... 


J lenoing one brief 
was firs itted to the asylum, I vaguely remember exper 
When I E peace, knowing that it was all out of my hands at lest. 
moment of some f d I lost all faith in the hands that were now in control. I wanted 
E خی پیات‎ oe really, truly did. I did not intend to waste my time by rejecting 
Oe E to Sopa and to get what I could out of this surreal 
Experience. But there has been no treatment. 


ylum to be cured. We go ta 
? t 7 lly here. We do not go to the asy ۱ 
E "rud DU اد‎ 5s bitter voice of one solitary crazy girl. This is 

e asylum to «Dm i 


the truth. 
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SUICIDE 


T ۱ ۰ 

n Children, I again feel that this sub-section of 
m s notebook is most easily read in typed form. It is clear 
by the indecipherable handwriting that Emilie never intended for 
anyone to read these entries from her darkest period. 


Faithfully, 


WATCHFUL FRIEND‏ بسح 


Nothing in my life has ever made me want to commit suicide more 
than people's reaction to my trying to commit suicide. 


yag 


By the time you find yourself seriously considering suicide as an 
option, it is as if there is no other way. Surely there must be 
another way, but it requires more effort than you wish to exert; 
right? No. There is just NO.. OTHER. se WAY. No other way at all. 


You no longer consider whether or not you will, but how you will. 
The will is already established. There are So many ways how, and 
most of them should never be attempted, because I do mean 
attempted, and attempted is not what we want. The vast majority of 
Suicide attempts DON'T WORK. And suicide, once chosen as an 
Option, is not something you W 
me that, of all the suicide surv 
last one of them was glad that it hadn 


ant to fail at. ily shrink once told 
ivors he had interviewed, every 
۱4 worked out. 


"And what about the ones who suoceeded?" I asked. 


"Well, we can't interview them," he calmly replied. 


er appointment, I told my 


During anoth 
ling me that, when I cut 


Don't be so sure, I thought. 
d me were tel 


Shrink that the people aroun 

myself, I am being self-destructive 

o agree with that," I said, "and that 
orld agrees with that, and 


for dt 

know that I am suppose 
oking W to 
fu I am not doing it 


Judges me for it. But, 85 O 
hurt myself. I am doin& it to resoue myse 
when I am not doing it. I am not moving me 
myself when I lling that razor across ES 
nat ns MEE ed ; if anything» I e ec 
nid cH a es t Iam trying to 
he ۶ meb ا‎ TA oe : te force within me 

elp, not hurt myself. I fee t ihe lack of a life 

; to do tnis, no غهو زر‎ 
hat compels me 0 fervently * 


force., Does that make me orazy? 
sald, OR E you're trying to. 


n iai 

Don't kid " my shrink t your mind from 
yourself, y to distrao y 

help yourself by cutting. you're trying e up the part of you that 


the desire to die» You are trying to wak 


is drowning in depression. You are trying to survive. Don't think 
for one minute that you're not." 


While he is certainly doing what he can to get me to the place 
where I don't have to cut myself anymore, during my slip back into 
ihe suicidal danger zone, my dootor basically endorses my cutting; 
as long as it keeps me from even more permanent scars, these being 
smoking, frivolous sex, and/or death. Also, if I continue to cut, 
then I can carry out my assignment, which is to document ny 
emotions at the time of the actual cut, not sometime after, not as 
though I were reading a page out of my life as I generally do, not 
like always. 


III 


I switched from blue to black ink because I just couldn't stand it 
anymore, but I look down and I'm writing vith the blue ink 
again...how does that happen? One little, tiny, miniscule choice I 
made to make myself feel somehow better == black ink vs. blue ink 
-- and I can't even pull that off? Pathetic. 


HNN 


Could one's whole life be one long failed suicide attempt? Is that 
possible? Imagine if you were contemplating suicide on a 
more-or-less daily basis for as long as Jou could remember, but 
you never actually made it happen? Or, alternately speaking, could 
1 one's whole life be one long but ultimately successful suicide? 
۱ What if you suffer through every day until you're ninety-two years 
| old, and then you finally take all your sleeping pills at once? Or 
perhaps you wouldn't even need to. Perhaps by then you could just 
| end your life at will, with the same dignity that animals have 
when their mate dies, when they are too sick to keep up with the 


herd, or when their time is simply up. 


When I am manic, I am so far ahead of the herd that I can't see 
them behind me. When I am depressed, I am too sick to keep up with 
the herd at all. Why can't I just run with them? 


apa 


While I do not deny having it, I am not fond of the idea of manic 

depression, because it often appears to me to be used as an excuse 
۳ for bad behavior. I am interested in reasons, not in excuses, not 
| for me, not for anybody else. In my own life, I give myself 
absolutely no leeway to be an ass or offend anybody when I am going 
through one of my episodes. If I so much as snap at someone because 
I am nauseatingly depressed or detoxing from some pill or other, I 
flog myself for it later. I may despise the disease, and hate the 
way that the media and the public in general promote the idea that 
any Hollywood celebrity who chronically embarrasses themself in 
public must be bipolar, my distaste for manic depression doesn't 
make the disease any less real. 
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There is another thing that troubles me, and this is the way in 
which it is often said that a particularly unattractive part of a 

person we are acquainted with is in fact not part of that person at 

all, but merely a result of their illness, which may be entirely 

irue, and yet, by ascribing the offending behavior to the illness f 
and not to the sufferer, we learn a lot about the illness, but 
nothing about the person. Whole years of people's lives, whole 
sections of people's characters are wiped away with one diagnosis, 
and the only thing we don't know is who that person would have been 
had they not existed under the influence of their disease. Would 
they have been better people? Worse? The same? You may think I am 
only speaking of those whose manic behavior becomes criminal or 
dangerous, or whose depressive character destroys their marriage, 
but I am not; I'm talking about me, and every other person who is 
not quite sure who they are once you take away the disease. It's 
all very well to say, "Oh, don't worry, that's not you, that's 
your illness." But what, then, am I left with? What is me, and how 


can I be sure? 


So many bipolar people, when asked if they would wish to be 
completely rid of the disease if they could, answer that, in fact, 
they would not. You observe these people, and they are so 
miserable that it is unimaginable that they would not choose to be 
free. But the truth is that manic depression is a disease that 
infects so many aspects of your life, involves so much of your 
character, that, if you have it, it is extremely difficult to 
imagine what you would be like if you did not have it. Someone with 
an amputated leg is hugely affected by their handicap, but if you 
ask them whether they'd like their leg back, chances are that they 
will say yes, because they know that they once had two en anda 
they remember all of the great things one can 5 mie — uc 
is all very clear. But, for nanic ws xp eon oe 

up in the disease that the fear of the life veis quad din 
&reater than the fear of 4 continually miserable exis 5 


xa 


e are not the solitary characters we 
illion machines inside of one larger 
ing device that tells us that we are 
al, one personality, and for nothing un 
nience one night experience if one 
The implication 


ne really was. - 
n -= we are not what we 


I have heard it said that w 
Seem, but, rather, we are a m 
Machine, with a sort of grouP 
only one person, one individu 
more than to allay the inconve t 
Saw, and publicly displayed) what OO” asio 
is, of course, that this is all an 


insist we are. 


achines, these infinite facets 
one form of suicide, Or is it 
t equally important parts of © 


se myriad m 


What, then, if one of the are uaiy 


of us, decides to die? Is th 


n bu 
Possible that various athe? ene other parts: live SA ixl 
us ۲ our bodies: s on my own er j 
ie) miis n my attempts © dying every d 


have not been successful i ieces of me 
Would swear that there are bit? pute of brittle uko aai 
am full of suicides, of rotting dead, though I ài 2 


. Iam 
infecting tne living parts of 1° 
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I sometimes imagine myself as that beating organ, kept alive 
inside a glass jar fitted with the usual electrodes, determined 
and strong, yet born without the necessary human shell, and 
innately and permanently sad for the lack of it. How long can I be 
kept alive, the drugs alone sustaining me and my incessant 
beating? One year? Two years? More? Or, even worse, forever? 


And what of the "me" that exists outside of my imagination? Can 
that which never lives, ever die? Or is that simply one more thing 
that I am incapable of? I wish that my walls were brick so that I 
could not see the life outside of me, that which I am not allowed 
to partake of. I am tired of my glass walls, and even more tired of 
questions. 


+ + + 


Sometimes I don't eat for days simply because I want an excuse to 
feel as empty inside as I do. liy non-depressed friends often ask 
me what it feels like to be this way. I usually tell them that it 
feels like you are going through a heart-wrenching breakup every 
single day, but that the break-up is with yourself. "Can you 
imagine the pain of that?" I ask. "Think of your very worst 
breakup, then imagine you have no time to heal from it -- no time 
for the pain to dull -- because when you wake up the next day, it 
has started from the beginning all over again." They can't 
imagine, and I think I must not have chosen the right metaphor. 


HEN 


Many people seem to think it's going to be helpful if they try to 
identify with you, so they say things like, "I feel sad sometimes 
too," or, "I'm also really moody." You may as well tell a person 
who's bleeding to death that it's all ok because you got a paper 


cut once. 


Even worse is that inevitable friend who says, "You're a lot more 
normal than you think you are." For me, this is absolutely the 
eruelest thing anybody could say, because it robs me of my hope 
that there is something better than this, and it is also 
disgustingly ignorant of what it feels like to be this way. It 
oversimplifies everything, and basically says, "If we can deal 


with it, so can you." 


HHH 


I am my heart's undertaker. Daily I go and retrieve its tattered 
remains, place them delicately into its little coffin, and bury it 
in the depths of my memory, only to do it all again tomorrow. 


HEN 
Depression is a rather rude houseguest; Depression rarely calls 


ahead to see if it's a good time, and Depression never arrives 
alone. Depression brings its friends == Despair, Self-Injury;, and 
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Suicide -- wherever it goes, and it doesn't check in advance to 
insure that extra beds are made up and waiting, for they will take 
YOUR bed and leave you lying on the floor you haven't had the will 
to scrub in months. Depression doesn't have its valet bring over 
an extra supply of tea and biscuits in anticipation of its 
arrival. No, Depression and its friends will barge right into your 
quiet, cozy home, spill your tea, smash your best teacups, devour 
all of your favorite biscuits, and then vomit them up again 
because Depression has no appetite. You might think that, without 
any appetite, Depression and its friends would become weak, 
Shrivel up, and die; you could then pass them out of your body 
much as you would an early-term miscarriage -- something hardly 
noticed. You may experience some heavy cramping of the abdomen, or 
perhaps, in this case, the mind or the heart, but then you would 
see the blood flowing, the blood that serves to pass that which is 
to be expelled. You see the blood flowing to within an inch of your 
life, and you think, "Yes, oh god, yes! That which I do not want 
within me is being washed out, cleansed away, and soon I will 
belong to myself again!" But there is always something you are not 
supposed to see == something that gets in the way and dirties 
things up just a little. Actually, you are supposed to see it, but 
you're not really supposed to SEE it. I'm talking, of course, 
about the remains. Blood and membrane. Tissue. ile. And not me. 
These are the remnants of Depression and its bedfellows, and the 
thing is that you have to check yourself, your underthings, your 
bed sheets, just to make sure they've gone. But that's just it: 
You have to see them on the way out, and that's just too much for 
some people. Some people take so long saying goodbye to Depression 
and its friends that they get used to having them around. They 
have begun to enjoy cooking for their guests, secretly looking 
forward to the spontaneous (or not so spontaneous) get-togethers, 
and have completely lost the desire to sleep in their own beds, 
the floor having been quite as comfortable as they feel they 
deserve, which isn't very much, as it turns out. So, then, when 
you feel the blood pouring out of you, and you begin to see the 
things you were told to look for, you become frightened at being 
alone. You haven't had a moment's peace in months, but now you're 
afraid to be alone. Ridiculous, isn't it? If you don't spend a 
Sunday night curled up in a ball and crying on the bathroom floor, 
what on earth will you do with it? It's simply too daunting. 


MMM 


Untreated, or unsuccessfully treated, depression is considered to 
be a terminal illness. No joke. Depression is the invisible 

Plague. Like carbon monoxide, you can't see it, hear it, or smell 
it, but, if it gets you, you may just never wake up. 


What, then, is manic depression? A kamikaze attack, perhaps? 
Killed by a suicide bomber...that would be terribly fitting, I 
think, for what is depression of any sort but Death orossing over 
into Life and infecting it with nothingness? The survival instinct 
is always the first to go. Death by Death. Murdered or killed or 
both. I will see the humor in this until the end. 


After the cutting and the suicide attempt, I was told that I 
clearly have no sense of self-preservation. While I did not 
appreciate the snide and critical tone in which this was said to 
me, I did agree with the statement. I myself have said as much, 
haven't I? But I think I was wrong. 


Suicide may not be self-preservation, but it is self-defense. By 
taking your own life, you are simply attempting to defend yourself 
against whatever assailants are attacking you. 


Gravedigger 1: "How can that be, unless she drowned herself in her 
own defense?" 

Gravedigger 2: "Why, 'tis found so." 

(Hamlet, Act 5, Scene 1) 
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It is not seen as insane when a fighter, under an attack that will 
inevitably lead to his death, chooses to take his own life first. 
In fact, this act has been encouraged for centuries, and is 
accepted even now as an honorable reason to do the deed. 


———————— ee EN 


How is it any different when you are under attack by your own 

mind? Does it really matter whether the enemy comes from without 
or within == approaches you from in front or behind? As one who has 
walked her share of dark alleys, I can tell you that it doesn't; a 
threat is a threat is a threat, whether you can see it coming or 
whether you only suspect it's creeping up behind you, and usually, 
you're clever enough to know. 


There is a passage in the wonderful book "Jane Eyre" by Charlotte 
Bronte that I have memorized every word of, so often have I 
repeated it inside my mind over the years, wondering if a person 
who could be so kind to someone with a sad and troubled mind 
actually exists, though all evidence I have seen points the other 
way. In the passage, Jane asks Rochester if he would still love 
۱ | her if she went mad, and here will I write from memory what he 

۱ says? 


—— € 


"Then you are mistaken, and you know nothing about me, and nothing 
about the sort of love of which I am capable. Every atom of your 
flesh is as dear to me as my own. In pain and sickness it would 
still be dear. Your mind is my treasure, and if it were broken it 
| would be my treasure still; if you raved, my arms should confine 
Í | you, and not a straight waistcoat. Your grasp, even in fury, would 
have a charm for me; if you flew at me wildly as that woman did 
this morning, I should receive you in an embrace, at least as fond 
as it would be restrictive; I should not shrink from you with 
disgust, as I did from her. In your quiet moments you should have 
no watcher and no nurse but me; and I could hang over you with 
untiring tenderness, though you gave me no smile in return; and 
never weary of gazing into your eyes, though they had no longer a 
ray of recognition for me." 


Where is the one who will say such to me? I am as kind as Jane, as 
good as Jane, have sacrificed as much as Jane, but I am despised 
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for attempting suicide, for cutting myself, for requiring the 
medication that makes me catatonic, as if I enjoyed any of it. 
S— chooses to think that I did this to him -- that I chose, or 
allowed myself to be this way as a personal attack, and I am being 
punished for it. I will never stop being punished for it, for he 
will never think of me the same way again, and he has said so. 
Jane, you are a lucky bitch. 


BRM 


"I saw his good side today," we say, or "Her ugly side came out." j 


We speak as though we have only two sides to choose from, but we 
are all made up of more sides then we can count, and certainly more 
than we are generally allowed to recognize, let alone show, if 
only because even our closest acquaintances, or especially our 
closest acquaintances, have a terribly difficult time with seeing 
us wear different dresses. 


Yes, there are an infinite number of sides to all of us, this I 
know. But, in a bipolar person, there are two in particular that 
are in constant conflict with one another. You don't swim. You 
stand either on the shore or in the sea; it is always a question of 
life or death, life or death, life or death, constantly constantly 
constantly. Combine the two elements and you're fine and balanced; 
you get sun, you get water, you maintain your equilibrium, able to 
ride the waves and ripples of the cloyingly metaphorical tide 
until such time as you naturally expire. 


The worst of it is that, in the case of a person with a mental 
disorder, it is rarely considered that there is a part of them 

that is completely lucid -- that knows exactly what's going on. 

And, even if it were acknowledged, when someone attempts to take 

their own life, it is always, always seen as the "insane" part of 

them that made the final decision. "Poor thing, if only she hadn't 

gone orazy...what a crazy, orazy thing to do." I don't buy this. 

In my case, and in the cases of many I have either known or known 

of, it was not the insane half (because we're divided into halves, 
remember?) of the person that wanted to die == it was the 

perfectly rational half. It would be insanity to stay the course 

while the ship is going down. It is not insanity to end it in your 

own way, on your own terms, and in the most painless way possible. 

I believe that the sane part is the part that makes the ultimate, ۲ 
the final, the exeoutive (no pun intended) decision. 


اد بر 


Another strange contradiction I have noticed: When someone commits 
suicide, everybody wants, understandably, to believe that neither 
they themselves nor the person who died are responsible in any 
way, due to that whole "orazy/sane" thing I mentioned above. But, 
when someone only attempts suicide, everybody wants to hold the - 
criminal entirely responsible. They even ask things like, "Why did 
you do it?" and that is exactly what I mean =-= if I have a reason, _ 
then that means I'm not orazy, right? But I believe it is 


ہک زک ت ——————— 


precisely because no one can ask this question of the dead that 
they prefer to simply assume that the victim was crazy. And, aha! 
"Victim." That's just it! You die, you're a victim. "Suicide 
victim"...we've all heard that. You live, you're a stupid 
selfish, cruel person. I've been a bad girl. 4 bad, bad doc. 


So, tell me this then: I know very w 
go == they go to an asylum. But ought the 

y better go to a reform 
school? If they are indeed flawed in character, as I myself have 
been made to feel that I am, what can a mental hospital possibly do 
for them? They should be morally reformed, not mentally. Right??? 


ell where attempted suicides 


Despite what you night think, I am not ar 

&uing for either 
position. I am merely pointing out the gross inconsistenoy. But 
because I know that a disclaimer May be necessary (not that anyone 


will ever read this journal, nor do I want 
۷ t 
I shall insert one here: poris Ee. 
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for anyone. In fact, I am not rec 
I discouraging anything at all. 
Story, and this includes ny 
feel I have a right to. I am 


& suicide as a course of action 
ommending anything at all, nor am 
I am simply telling a story == my 
opinions and Observations, which I 


I am neither a role model nor a teacher. 
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that, no matter what you add, you never, ever will. It's always 
going to taste like bleached cake." Even my dreams are full of 
ridiculous metaphors. 


+% 


I am a tall cup of tea, filled to the brim, and with no lid. 
Standing still, I am perfectly settled, full to bursting, but not 
bursting. But, pick me up, anå I spill a bit. Walk with me, and I 
Spill all over myself, yourself, and the tea towels too... 


III 


More cake visions: I picture a cake that is frosted over and over 
by countless people in countless colors and textures until it is 
an awful mass, bright and shapeless and grotesque, the result of 
layers of people trying to make a thing better and better and 
better. When I crack open the hard, colored shell of icing to get 
down to the truth, the cake that lies beneath it all, I find 
nothing...not even the cake. The cake has rotted away into dust -- 
dried up, or eaten by a lost ant that had happened upon a crack in 
the icing shell years ago. The cake, the base of it all, was just 
another layer, just another cover-up -- a placeholder, a 
distraction, from the truth, from nothing, which is the only thing 
that exists no matter what, that never goes away, that lasts 
forever, beyond all the distractions and place holders, beyond 
time, before, and after. 


دود 


There are periods when I do not listen to music for days, nor read 
books, nor take in art of any kind for weeks, even months. Being 
eternally hungry for knowledge and experience, this fasting is 
especially painful, but the pain is not nearly as strong as my 
fear of being yet again overwhelmed =- overtaken by all that art 
and knowledge will stir within me, and all within that and all 
within that until I am once again drowned. It is pain to abstain 
from the things one loves. I was & musician before I was born, and 
yet, god, at these times, how it hurts me. Music is tears and sugar 
is dust and no love is enough love to be truly love and nothingness 


is & relief I crave. 


Bae 


Coming home from the airport a few days ago, I spotted a fallen 
bird's nest, tattered, but still holding its shape. I passed the 
same bird's nest again this afternoon. It was in bits and pieces, 
and I could clearly see what it was made of, which was largely 
feathers and bits of fluff, and I thought how strange it would be 
if people could make their homes out of their body parts and 
leftover personal remnants...walls packed with arms and discarded 
toes and fingers, ohairs and couches stuffed with fingernails and 
tufts of hair... Birds make their homes out of themselves...why 


don't we? 


"Grazy" usually implies that a false reality is being accepted by : = pain, pain, pain, pain, pain, i pain, pain, 
the brain as being "real." The trouble with me is that, even in the ۲۱ pain, pain, pain, pain, pain, pain, pain, pain, 
sober light of day, I cannot say that these realities are false. B pain, pain, pain, pain, pain, pain, pain, pain, 
To do so would only be to conform to the generally accepted 4 7 " pain, pain, pain, pain, pain, 

version of reality that we all agree on only to avoid looking pain, pain, pain, pain, pain, 

strange. Because, even if you're brave, looking strange is pain, pain, pain, pain, pain, 

exhausting, and, despite what we want to tell ourselves, it ۳ pain, pain, pain, pain, pain, 
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Blum Letter No. XL 


his morning found me watching through the bars as a coach drove into the courtyard 


"NÉbelow. Madame Mournington emerged from the Asylum, and my old friend Maudsley 


Ollowed her with a traveling trunk. From the look of things, our Headmistress was 
JEembarking upon a journey of some duration, but not too terribly long, for her trunk 
was too large for one night, yet too small for several. I wonder who will be in 
command of the Ward Key during her absence... 
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r Asylum Letter No. XLI 


I am disappointed to find that it is Dr. Stockill himself who will be fulfilling our 
Beadmistress's duties and taking control of the Ward Key. It is no surprise, of course 
-- none of the other staff are terribly reliable, not even the other O who 
Frequently disappear to drink or engage in some debauchery or other. 


Dr. Stockill is the only one who never leaves. 
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Asylum Letter No. XLII 


Having been dubbed "The Cell," the Asylum prostitution ring has proved a smashing 
success from its commencement, our photographs having worked their mad charm on our 
madder clientele who had already experienced just about everything else the world had 


. to offer. Of course, The Cell has vastly increased the number of abortions that Dr. 


Greavesly has been obliged to perform, and I have never been so glad to be without a 
uterus as I am now. Before The Cell's creation, it was only the staff who had been 
responsible for the girls getting themselves "into trouble," as Dr. Stockill liked to 


put it, and which implied that the girl herself was responsible for her disgraceful 


condition, but the likelihood of this is instantly multiplied (pun intended) for any 
of the girls forced to belong to the Asylum's latest money-maker. 


Once a girl suspects she might, in fact, be "in trouble," she will attempt nearly 
anything to end it herself rather than wait for the doctors to discover, for, once 
they are involved, there is little chance we will ever see her again. If we do, she 
will be forever altered, no more than a dim shadow of her former self. Our surgeon's 
methods are excessively violent, and executed in unsanitary conditions with filthy 
tools that invariably lead to fatal infection, if not death upon the operating table. 
It is & daily travesty in which the bath water is most often thrown out with the baby. 


To avoid this fate, there is a regular string of girls running out of line on the way 


to the Bathing Court in the hope of throwing themselves down the decaying staircase, 


but this only draws attention to their condition, and lands them on the operating 
table with even more alacrity. In the event that a girl's condition is not attended to 
until her baby is quite well developed, or even completely developed (and when this 
happens, Diary, it is no mistake), Dr. Greavesly will employ a pair of steel forceps 
with which to violate the girl and crush the skull of the foetus/fully formed babys 
killing it at once سح‎ after all, we couldn't very well have the Asylum filled with nad 
babies, could we? The Doctor can then harvest the foetus/fully formed baby and either 
dissect it himself for his own "research," store it in one of his specimen jars for 
later dissection, or sell it extortionately, either whole or in pieces, to the 

ays in rabid search of newly dead infants and retuses to tear 
nere they come from nor how they died. The majority of the 


{ M 
Apart, and care neither t reported to the Superintendent; they are the. 


proceeds from these illegal sales &re no 
Surgeon's own dealings. 


earned this title before, it is for these operations in 
sly has earned the title, "The Butcher." Prior to the 
Xm steria in a girl if he desired _ 
3 1, he was likely to diagnose hysteria 
ER un cei Ee uterus; put now he needs no excuse at all. And, in true - 3 
Eu DER Dr. Greavesly had the support of Dr. Stockill and Dr. Lymer in 
4 


treating the symptom and not the cause. 
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Though he had certainly 


kept in a constant state of Pregnancy utilizes the female reproductive organs, the E 


idleness of which is thought to be the very seat of insanity; it only follows that a 
their use should bring the girl closer to her "ideal" State, which is generally agreed 
to be one of perpetual fertilization, and which is said to result in a docile nature. 
Of course, in defense of Dr. Greavesly's role in the organization of The Cell, how 


else were we helpless inmates to be impregnated if not through charitable donations by 


gentlemen trom the outside? And why shouldn't everyone benefit -= the Doctors as well 
as the inmates and their patrons? It is only logical. 


However, I have recently overheard Dr. Stockill chastising the surgeon for damaging 


the "merchandise." The Superintendent has complained that these operations are being 


nerformed so savagely that the corpses have lost any value to anatomy colleges, where 


they generally fetch a price anywhere from five to fifteen pounds; the pressure to 
make money off the dead has increased since more and more of Dr. Stockill's victims 
are ending up in the Death Pits, their Plague-like sores rendering them quite as 

unsaleable as does Dr. Greavesly's operations. 


The Butcher resents the power that his Superior wields 


5, and is clearly not accustomed 
to being governed in anything; I suspect he is doubling the sadistic nature of his 


operations just to spite his superior. The screams emanating from the Operating 
Theatre fill the institution day and night. The bodies too mutilated for school use; 
Dr. Stockill supervises the selling of the corpses a la carte, employing Dr. Greavesly 
for the actual handling of the goods -- a head for the Phrenologist, a leg for the 
unlicensed anatomist -- but we have more than even they can carry, and the Death Cart 
is being run off its wheels. 


48 much as I abhor this institution, I am forced to admire the Strategy behind it: 
They make money when they admit us, they make money while w 


ad e exist here, and they make 
even more money when they kill us, which in turn allows them to make that amount all 


try may boast such 
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over again off the girls who take our places. What other indus 
profit? Thus is the trade in lunacy, and it's bloody brilliant 
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Asylum Letter XLIII 


While the inmates have gained a new tormentor in Dr. Greavesly, Dr. Lymer has gained a 
new mentor. Our venerable master of bloodletting has even been trying his hand st the 
Smaller surgeries, and I fear where this path will lead. 


The Butcher has taught his increasingly bloodthirsty protege a new trick, which I 
Shall here describe: 


When I arrived at the Bloodletting Wing nl s pi E S or Dr. 
E 3 d velvet cloth, a long and ve 5 5 

Eo eon WES EN of & needle. He had buckled a Heide Peep 
to one of the metal bleeding beds, and I watched in horror as, with the cos ofa n 
m&llet, Dr. Lymer drove the point of the spike directly eee the poor girl E Rome ea 
I lard Ehe crack of her skull as it was pierced, and she fell suddenly n des 
internally frantic, I did my best to appear calm, realizing that es more Rr ake ca 
I became, the greater my chances of undergoing the same Procedure. p M or Se 
revealed to his assistants at the time, he believed (conspicuously failing De. i 
his teacher for these inane beliefs) that ER of the more severe cases و‎ 
Were the cause of excess pressure being applied to the skull by the E ی‎ 
Similar to the theory behind the bloodletting, E r OR being that ma meas cou 
through the blood and must be forced out, Dr. Lymer's new theory was that, by ae 

3 the internal pressure would be lessened, and the subject wou 
Bl mo d bless Dr. Lymer's eternal optimism, for he continued to 

d j و‎ after inmate even though the best success the 
E ee t with was the ability of one girl to stay alive for a whole 
E oe iene? time she was perfectly calm and did nothing but lie on 
GA le hea dmn n eiling, not a flicker remaining of the vibrant, complex, 
her back and stare at Lind Pm once been. Of course, this was viewed amongst the 
ee Sper Mars RE -- the patient had indeed been quieted, and, 
edical sta as 


3 irl only proved that the 
The eventual death of the ۵ 
thus, caused no more trouble. T 


Operation had not come soon enough. 


return to "normal." 
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Asylum Letter No. XLIV 


I have come to my realization that the Asylum's prostitution ring is inextricably 
linked with that which governed the Conservatoire, as well as all of the other 
factions that Anne had told me of before she died. The way in which it operates 
suggests this, and Dr. Stockill's close financial affiliation with the Count de 
Rothsberg and others of his set confirms it. How much of the world might be connected 
thus? What secret alliances might be made right under the noses of an unsuspecting 
public? 


It is midnight, and a light rain is falling outside the barred window of Cell W14, 
delivering the scent of horses and wet leather from the courtyard far below. Some of 
our fair Ophelias had been "entertaining" in the suite set aside for such things, and 
the satiated gentlemen are just now departing. liy cellmates and I are watching as 
Maudsley, Smythy, and two more of our Chasers masquerade as butlers, and escort our 
honoured guests from the Asylum, lighting the way to the waiting carriages. It may 
seen strange that we would wish to watch them as they come and go, but, as we often 
say to each other in such moments, "Know thine enemy." 


A tall man is being led down the front steps under the protection of liaudsley's 


umbrella. From behind, we note the man's dress as being particularly elegant, his suit 


having been exceedingly well tailored. The umbrella is lowered, and the man is helped 
into his carriage. He leans from the window to toss a disdainful coin to the mock 
servant, and the Captain's hand suddenly grips my arm; I had seen him too. 

Once all of the company had driven away, our own party dispersed, and I am left 
standing at the window beside the Captain, gazing out at a bright, cold moon. She does 
not speak, and so I know that I must. 


"You will not believe me, Captain, but that man was an enemy I once knew well," I tell 
her. 


The Captain says nothing for a long while, then finally speaks. 

"Phat was who you were running from when you jumped into the Thames..." 
"Yeg. But I am not alone in loathing that man, am I?" 

"he Captain is again silent. 


"Despite your admirable self-control, my friend, you seized my arm a moment ago == 
here is the mark to prove it. And I think I know why." 


"Hobody knows why." 

"I know $hat you had a sister once, and that she looked just like you." 

The Oaptain turns to face me, and I see that her hands are trembling. 

"How c&n jou know that? I have never spoken of it." 

"I 8180 know that she was killed, and that, at the time of her discoveryy 

long hair, but that, at the time of her burial, she did not. That day, in the Bath 
Court, the day your hair fell out, it wasn't your hair...was it? And when the 0 
at Bainbridge gossiped that the loss of the Oount's eye may have been caused b 
other sibter, they weren't wrong...were they?" 


"I cannot speak of this," the Captain whispers, turning away from me, 


"Jolie, please...I am not speaking of this to hurt you. But this man has followed us 
` from that world into this, and, if we are to have any chance of escaping his cruelty 
^ once more, we must help each other. We may perish here yet, but it must not be by his 
_ hang." 


The Captain nods her head. 


"I am so awfully sorry for what he did to your sister...for what he did to you. If the 
Count returns, I will do everything I can to keep him away from you. You have kept 
watch for us all these years. Let me keep watch for you now." 


"But he hurt you too." 


"What a man does to a girl he doesn't know is a terrible thing, but what a rather does 
to his own daughters is infinitely worse." 


Asylum Letter No. XLV 


Insanity is on the rise, or so they say, and a witch-hunt is spreading its deadly 
Shadow over the country. Obsessively devoted to their cause, the medical community 
had first convinced the county heads, and their churches, that they must all increase 
their vigilance in the watch for any lunatics laying hidden in their boroughs; in 
turn, the county and churches instructed their flocks to observe their fellow 
citizens more closely, watching for any sign of madness -- any small deviance from the 
Social norm. Commoners and gentry alike have been ordered to report any suspected 
lunatic to the local police, who will then send a madhouse representative to take the 
accused away. Ripe for a panic, the public has complied. 


The friends and families of these exposed lunatics are not accurately told what will 
become of the abducted, and those who point their self-righteous fingers at their 
neighbors never regret their foolish and hasty act, because they never learn the true 
consequence of what they have done. Still, the people are always on their guard, 
afraid of being watched as they are watching others. Many families accuse their own, 
for they have been told that any hope of rehabilitation lay entirely in early 
detection, and removal from the home. The important thing is that the insane are going 
to receive treatment, and will, with the grace of God, be cured, and then delivered 
back to their homes better, saner members of society. What sort of treatment, and what 
exactly needs treating, is of little significance, for it is always safer to err on 
the side of caution. Right? 


The country's insane asylums have eagerly taken advantage of the public's 
predilection towards fear, and are only too glad to accept the nominal sum they have 
been offered by our government for each new patient accepted into their care. 
Naturally, this encourages many less-than-upstanding superintendents to accept a 
greater number of patients than they can reasonably house, and many more than they can 
even pretend to care for; the asylums are full to bursting. 


As for the Asylum for Wayward Victorian Girls, this means that our cells are crowded 
with the influx of new inmates, and this only increases the neglect, the 1 
treatment, and the unsanitary conditions for all. But, what can we do? At night, we 
lay with our bodies pressed together for lack of Space, the fetid air stale and 
stifling despite the un-paned windows. 


Collectively, we know that this cannot continue; eventually, someone must see that it 
is impossible to maintain even the semblance of a proper hospital under these 
conditions. There must be a public outcry against it; somehow he people must know. 
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There is word amongst the Chasers that the Royal Lunacy Board will be dropping by for 
an inspection. Inspections occur only once a year, and are usually no great cause Ñor 
alarm to the staff. The visitors drive up the steep incline towards our monument to 
misdirected funds, and are then led into the Entrance Hall, where the subterfuge of 
artificial architecture and servants play-acting as patients will impress them with 
the civility of our establishment. Look how much care has been taken to beautify the 
institution! Look how gentle and subdued are its inmates! A good lunch in Dr. 
Stockill's quarters, and several bottles of the Asylum's best port later, and the 
Board is generally delighted to affix their seal of approval and trot along home, 
spreading the good word, and leaving the Superintendent to run his enterprise as he 
wishes until the next visit. 


But this time will be different. It is no random inspection of the facilities and the 
relative health of its inmates; people in the city below have Spotted the vultures 
circling above our grounds, and have begun to raise questions. I pray that this is our 
chance == that someone will come and look closer at last. All they have to do is open 
their eyes, and we will be free. 


This afternoon, a very large cart drawn by all of four great horses drove up to the 

Asylum gates. It carried an enormous wooden crate. It took ten of our Chasers to get 
the thing inside, and, once done, we passed several hours enduring the clanging and 
hammering that echoed up to us from the basement below before quiet finally came. It 
is now four o'clock the following morning, and I am waiting, as I always do, but the 


creaking of the Death Cart has not yet come. I know I should be relieved, but I'm 
not... " 


= DUMP dx 


D 


| Hospital Entry 26: THE JURY 
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z T 
As the doctors immerse themselves ever more into their "wo 
becoming ever more violent. The brutes are frustrated by the. 
they are now charged to monitor and control, and they are 
on the only ones here who can't fight back. Us. 


I stand before the jury == ten people with clipboards, pens raised and ready. 


I banter on at top speed, attempting witticisms, apt Observations, and generally 
being charming. I don't know why I do this. The visiting staff smile and laugh. They 
ask me ir I'm famous (wouldn't they know it if I were?). They ask me what sort of 
music I play (maybe they ought to ask the nurses in their glass, guitar-proof safe 
house, the nurses who have been using the office computer to visit my website, listen 
to my music, look at my pictures, read my interviews...am I not supposed to be 
anonymous here?). 


We must be careful not to show any real affection for one ano 
will beat, strangle, or even hang one girl in front of the othez 
if the girls are believed to be friends -- yes, this is how dang 
become. The Chasers do this not because they fear our conspiring 
they enjoy doing it. We have developed hand signals to warn each 
Staff, and we strike our stolen spoons against the bars of our cells 
distract the visiting Chaser from inflicting these horrors upon whie 
set his eye on. It doesn't always work, but we do our best to minimize | 


They do all this. But they don't let me go. 


H 
i 
H 
| 
۱ 


Why do I get the feeling that they are only keeping me here to find out vhat happens 
next? 


This, Diary, is my favourite quote from old Maudsley, who has, over 
elevated to the rank of Senior Asylum Attendant: 


Dr. Sharpe accused me of being here for the sake of research. But maybe I'm not the 
one writing & book. s 


Maudsley: The girl is bedevilled, I swear it, Sir! I've beaten her with 
chain I could manage, and still she revolts. What more can I do, Doctor? 


the 


this ak al usc vios, down nw is Thal ۱ von بو‎ Hal i us nem ها‎ "m li 
| Ms uhde We, | fohi یوت‎ Go), Vad, ond li thongs n is wos, be talked abo te j| 
Joc کسی‎ aS Weg. ir we Pocus dines 
amitas hal | decor ik tent. 
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$4 bye Boon in the key oF "b minor" ig 
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Bld Inducing - | 
2 a Simo Crac 2۳ A Ces) l 1 


VD ۹ 


Dr. Stockill: Do it again. 


Às for our Superintendent, Dr. Stockill's experiments continue day and n 
not sleep, and his face is growing'even more pale and gaunt than it alread 
deep, red rings surrounding those merciless eyes that burn with his cor 
obsession. 


al 2 


Dr. Lymer has performed a record number of lobotomies this month, and Dre 
continues his butchery, with the result being that those of us who have 
sliced to death are either dead in our minds or deathly ill, suffering 
paralysis, and a hundred allments that have no name. j 


ied 


Those who do not mend quietly disappear, and still no Death Cart. The wa 
become silent. Terror reigns. a 


4 curtain was hung around the shoddy operating table, drawn open and tied off to one 
Side. I saw Dr. Stockill and another man bending over the slab, engaged in the 
inspection of something & third had just deposited there. When the men raised : 
themselves, I could see the body of a girl I thought I recognized from Ward A. She was 
clearly dead, her limbs limp, her face blue and bloodless. One of the men whose face I - 
could not yet decipher was stripping the dead girl of her striped stockings, tossing 
them into a large bin already overflowing with such garments. : ; mt 


"I don't mind touchin' the live ones," he said, "but I'm not too keen on strippin' the 
۳ dead, ‘Course, that's just me." ec 
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۱ 4 "Your delicacy is admirable, young Charles," remarked Dr. Stockill in his emotionally 
vacuous and oft-employed tone of insincerity, "but there's no need to burn the 


Through our solitary view of the wor y ; 
E y là outside of Ward B, w stockings. We pride ourselves on wasting nothing here, don't we, Greavesly?" 


of the vultures have flown away. We cannot guess what might have been done to n 
accomplish this, but the Londoners are satisfied, and the inspection of the Asylum has - 
been called off -- there will be no visitors this year. The wind howls as it blows 3 
Hu AS "wr voted ial peds of straw with the dampness. other, and, stockings removed, the girl on the table was tossed onto the pile like 
E E E in fact, and, EE pens e HIA Weather. The entire 9 nothing more than a piece of discarded meat thrown out by the kitchen staff. My 
Ri ntis] 7c 12 HopsdotHat dunrovenents 1 di ective health has bettered E ( stomach convulsed; I felt dizzy, but I couldn't look away. The bodies were fresh, 

are finally being made for our benefit. I] looking as though they had been alive only an hour before; their eyes were open, their 
blank stares like dead fish at market. : 


e can see that nearly all 


The third man turned, and I saw that it was indeed our own Butcher, just as I had 
suspected. I noticed then that more naked bodies were piled nearby, one on top of the 


Yet, things are not as they should be. Girls have been disappearing at an even more 
1 i e th 1. Enti M 2 1 i 3 
TE geek با‎ tee MU Puce edm for the first time. When the Death | "Stockill," grumbled Dr. Greavesly, "I don't know why you insist upon killing the = 
Were Gee ie Teale ead E iRold tater es only as many missing from the E | 1 sluts before throwing them into the furnace, especially since you refuse to have any 
simply vanishing every single day and no ote twenty, thirty, forty girls | Y^ fun with it. It's a waste of time, I say, not to mention a waste of those precious 

J , one knows to where, i | | chemicals you spend every penny on. We'd be filthy rich if you didn't squander so." 
I must learn what is happening to the missing. I am cert ۱ ^ : z 3 
delivery made to the Asylum, for that has been Dope EE A. Be pe the "n "So that's where the Asylum's profits go," I thought. 
establishmen in ages. What was in that 2 À j 1 
girls! mass disappearance anyhow? I ELS E what could it have to do with the E ۰ “Your vulgar methods, Greavesly, disgust me immensely. You would no doubt have me slit 
now in the basement, but the lasenent is Vie a it was that arrived that day i8 (TE the things open and roll about in their innards if you could." 
D IE EE €, housing the ti | E : 
workings for the Asylum's theatric s entire motorized ; | 73 
oddities our Superintendent has pede si e yum 85 the many other mechanical I | ۱ "Well, and do you fancy you're being kind by doing things your way? You're too weak to 
by whatever means possible before things get RUM A جر‎ epa a s down 3 ۱ i |. be a proper doctor, I say." à 

it is too late. ۱ 


b | The Butcher slurred as though he had been drinking, which did not surprise me. 


I return to you, Diary, after an eventful abs , | ۱ "I am not weak," barked Dr. Stockill with a sudden intensity that startled even his 
hands were needed elsewhere. I will now Ta during which time my raw and ragged E i opponent, "and you would be wise to curb your tongue while you continue to work under 
followed my entry above: MES 13D) faithfully recount the days that a m ny proteotion." 


After a failed (and well-punished) atten Protection? What did that mean? 

À t at 
and into the kitchen, where I wrongly Y UI Hr 
SUE 25 ORT Boe e cp from Veronica and + h bribin& 

8 5 during a le ۳ ry my hand at bribi EM 

not overheard. In the end, my ine scenes 7 Would surely have Mie s had Dr. Lymer _ ee 4) nd besides," muttered the Superintendent, turning back to his subject, "I have 
get myself caught and thrown into e E a lowly death as I managed only to a. || ; the slightest interest in the bodies of these...abominations, nor do I have any | 
my pocket, and I was glad of it, for even dara iind and Basil had stowed away iD T 1 ` interest in being "kind," as you seem to imagine. It is entirely selfish, you see. 
earth and settling into the blackness z : E i 
something like the starting up of a in ۲ A vicious smile spread across Dr. Stookill's thin, grey lips. 
& loy rumble. My eyes adjusting to th ; ۱ 1 m 
shoulder and flattened his furry bod "Both my study and my pleasure are derived from this moment here...it into 
sames The two rats scurried about th | Mrene" . j 


ay from the breakfast table f 1 ; i 1 i y 
nd a staircase going down t9 ^ ۱ ۱ "Oh foxpiss, Stockill, calm down for fuck's sake,..you'll spill your Cyanide, 


is voice grew distant as he spoke, as though he were slipping away into s 

۱ orld == one that he alone inhabited. The Superintendent snapped his fing 

enough, and Sir Edward and Basil se E Oharlie, the very Chaser who had led a chained Veronica to my cell on tha 
astonishingly powerful jaws. Not a t | ard B, brought forth yet another inmate, this one still living. The gi: 


ME irate out poll iva ft ۱ e bound behind her back, and a gag was tied over her mouth. 
directly into the basement. E 


tablet" py. Stookill direoted, impatiently. "I don't need to 
ve sake." zi NU E AEA, 


8, I could faintly 
| wheels, levers, cog 
APS Six people to stand 


The girl shook her head. Producing the elegant, fan-like weapon from his brea 
pocket, Dr. Stockill touched the trigger; the blades sprung open, and he sele 
razor attachment, deftly using it to slice the rope from the prisoner's wrists 
the gag from her mouth. Snapping the blades back into concealment with a flick c 
wrist, the Doctor then brushed the honey curls away from her face. I cried out, 
Sir Edward leapt in front of my face, stifling me before I could give us away 
completely. 


neered Dr. Sta 


exin. 


"It's Christelle!" I gasped. 


ela: ۳ : : : B j 
e with rabid fascination. RI ۳ NC ۳ S 


1 ww 
۴ "Do you understand what I am telling you?" Dr. Stockill was s 
— Christelle's face now, baring his teeth like a wolf. "Y t 


"pid you hear something just now, Greavesly?" me suffer! This is all your doing! You tried to take her aw 


With each of these last three words, the Doctor pounded 21 
— slab. 


i 
1 
| Dr. Stockill instantly raised his head. 
The surgeon had lit an opium cigarette and was puffing away at it. 


"dmm? What's that?" 1 p e. 
"Good God, man!" exclaimed Dr. Greavesly, rushing forward to push Dr. 
the table. "Have you gone entirely nad, Stockill?" 


"Put that out!" shouted Dr. Stockill. 
QUBRE CHE nate" "Don't touch me!" spat the Superintendent, but he Soon collected himself 
Straightening his waistcoat, he turned towards a side table laden with ro 


"Idiot! You'll have us all killed! Don't you know you can't have an open flame near ^ and jars. Taking up a bottle of amber glass, he dampened a rag vita: 


these chemicals? No, of course you wouldn't know that. You butchers never do." 


"You are amongst the lucky ones," he said, returning to Christelle, an 
deliberate tone once more, all of the feral passion of a moment ago hav 
from his being. "You shall never feel the pain of your flesh melting away Zr 
bones." 


In his excitement over the cigarette, Dr. Stockill had forgotten all about the noise, 


"You cannot help her now, my child," whispered Sir Edward into my ear, "but you must 
not die tonight as well." 


Christelle looked up, her blue eyes pleading for mercy. Then, my breath s 
these same eyes shot directly to where I hid, meeting mine in the dark, as 
knew I was there == as though could feel my presence. The blood gushing fz 
of her head had already soaked the wood beneath, and soiled the floor 


trickle. 


ne 


Sir Edward is right, you must keep yourself alive for the sake of the others as long 
as you possibly can," agreed Basil, grasping my fingers in his delicate paws. "They 
need you, Miss Emily, and there may yet be something you can do for them." 


I could say no words, but I knew the rats were right; whatever lay before us all, at 
this moment, there was nothing I could do but watch and pray. I knew that it would 
benefit my sanity to turn and run to the other side of the cell, playing the old 
familiar music in my head to drown out the voices below, but I couldn't leave my 
friend and sister alone. Somehow, she must know that I was with her. 


"You shall not feel it, my dear, because you'll already be dead. 


5 iquid-soaked rag over Christelle 
The good Doctor quickly clapped the 1 2 stel 
Bees veatisformed from terror to despair, then, finally, to nothingne 
eyelids fluttered to a close at last. I died as I watched her dis; 
that I knew was in me. I could only feel relief that it was over... 


Was over. 


were around her throat now, and he bent down to look closely into her eyes; they were 
wide with terror, and she trembled violently. Christelle tried to speak, but the 


۱ 
| Dr. Stockill had returned his attention to Christelle. His spindly spider's fingers 
۱ 
| 
| Doctor gently pressed a long forefinger to her lips. 


Dr. Stockill had been studying Ghristelle's face closely as she 


1 to recall and write down at some 

| A w ding it in his memory to ; 

| E Bav no noise," he said, his voios taking on that silvery; BE do nM ria irii. mechanically, again producing his bloodletting 
I had heard so many times. It was when he used this tone that he was at his most bus freed ves hadai as one who had performed the act a thou 
و‎ Ja وت‎ ۳ pragmatically cut a deep; wide slit ند‎ 

\ Cash 


it was saturated with fresh 
rag against the gash, and, when 3 sh 
E snapped IR blades shut, and gingerly deposited tie 


etal box. 


Christelle nodded. 


"If only obedience would save her," I sobbed to the rats. | ix 
Turning away from the pody in evident disgust, Dr. spo 


"I am not ۵ cruel man, you see," said the Doctor. "I am going to give you something 
nt; Greavesly. Just get rid of 1 


that will make all of this go away. But tirst, there is something I need you to do for 
me. Oan you do it?" 


ke the parts you wa 


Christelle nodded again. 


"Good girl. Now, I need you to listen closely to what I am about to tell you. 
i5, behind you, a closet made of iron. Inside that closet there is a door, Th 
opens into a small chamber fitted with heating elements, elements that can ۶ 
temperature hot enough to turn a cat to a pile of ashes in legs time th 


brew a cup of tea." Dr, Sharpe had encircled his victim's soft whit 


impeccably-manicured hand. "In just one, brief moment, I &m g 
. closet," aep Manes, am 


Ohristelle'5 eyes flooded; she made a small, deageeate BOND 
ipe 0 i 
tried to shake her head, but the Doctor only tightened | 283; 
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I was still in Quarantine a day later, and going mad at not being able to warn the 
girls of what was coming; of course, I did not delude myself that knowing would alter 
their fate, but they need not go to their deaths like ignorant cattle being led to 
Slaughter -- they must not. I had sent Sir Edward and Basil back through the bars and 
down the long tunnel leading forward through the Asylum and into the Entrance Hall by 
way of the massive hearth, the very mouth of which had swallowed me up into the belly 
of Hell so long ago, never to return. The two rats were to assemble the League, then 
command their fellows to warn all inmates to be on their guard. They were then to 
summon every last rodent in all of the Asylum and station them throughout the Wards, 
and under strict orders to attack any who came near with the combined strength of 


every tooth and olaw. 


Something was going to happen. I did not know what, but I knew that we were facing the 
final chapter of our horrific history; things had gone too far == become too monstrous . 
-- to continue on as they were. This was the end; we were being exterminated. We were 
the laboratory rats, and we had multiplied; the lunatic witch-hunt outside had sent i 
their multitudes, and the Asylum had welcomed them, along with the income they s 
brought. But now, the facilities were overrun, the staff was overwhelmed, and we were 


being cut down to size. 


II 


shone through the bars high up in the wall. I was roused 
from an exhausted daze by the sound of footsteps in the basement below. 
Click...click...click... It wasn't Dr. Stockill...no, I knew these steps. I had not 
received word from Sir Edward, nor from any of the Plague Rats, and I hoped with all ~— 
my heart that the girls were peing protected as best as could be done with what few 


resources we had. 


Night fell, and a red moon 


musty, yellow ray shot up into the cell. I crawled towards 
face to the opening. Madame Mournington. I watched as my | 
lamps, walking amongst the shelves stacked with glass 
od-stained rags. She must have returned earlier t 
Pausing to lift a small bottle from the ta 


down again, only to tak 
X 1i i its contents, then put it : 
Madame Mourning ton a her hand over the door of the metal furnace, an 
E pu em opened the incinerator. I could not see inside, but 
avy 0 


he operating slab in the center of t 
Smell the ashes. She approached PN E body had been laid out. The i 


1 L cealed ۹ 
E: ene it ae Viso) no doubt the result Wee N 
B ner uterus had been ۰ parum Ms Had aby been alive a 
been nso ous when the new inmate was PETT TER ete Anm 
| Nadan e gt seemed startled to see the z ee back to the ee 
۱ ۱ ê Mournington © T thought very strange* Moving e ta 
hen, she did gomething edge, and preathed deeply == a long» drawn out 
ar withered hands on the ough she were taking in the scent of som 
sed and chin raised as thous Why should that be odd, you ask? 


, ۱2 ۰ ۰ 
| trying to وه‎ Wa ie Mournington has no sense of smell... 
€ a 1 


À gas-lamp was lit, and a 
the light and pressed my 
Headmistress lit still more 
tubes, bottles, and piles of blo 
evening while the staif were sleeping. 


a very long tim 
From & P 
ck 


way for 
1 


hin oor 


ee س ۲ ا یج جر‎ i س‎ e 


her..." he said, his voice thin and tremulous, "I did not realize you had ^ 1 
rned. What are you doing down here? Why don't you come upstairs and let me pring 


| some tea? The journey has surely exhausted you." J 3 "Mother, I had to...I hadn't any choice--" 


Don't come near me!" 


Madame Mournington had her back to the Doctor. : z | | ‘ ‘Dr. Stockill froze mid-step as his mother lifted the bottle of Cyanide. 
"Mother, please...come upstairs, and tell me of your week in Coventry. I trust Aunt E ! 1 "Because of you, I have wasted my life in misery," said she, an eerie tranqu 
Augusta is well? Please, Mother, come...this is no place for you..." - ۱ { having possessed her. "Because of you, I have nothing. Because of my own 
y | A hurt others without a thought. But you will never understand this, becaus 
Por the first time since I had known the man, Dr. Stockill sounded frightened. || —— — dead inside. And now, so am I." : b 
Tinally, Madame Mournington spoke, but she did not turn to look at her son. ۱ E- 
Madame Mournington raised the bottle to her lips and drank its contents in one, quick 
"There was a part of me that always knew..." she quietly said. swallow. ce 
"Mother, please..." | ۳ From Dr. Stockill came a high-pitched scream, and he ran to his mother as the bottle . 
E | ` slipped from her hand, crashing to the floor, releasing the overwhelming scent of T 
"I always knew, and yet I did not believe it. How could I? How could a mother think 1 almonds into the air. As the glass shattered, some of the shards must have flown in 
such a thing of her own child?" 3m | his face, for the Doctor fell to his knees and covered his eyes. iladame Mournington 
E o) saw her son's brief incapacitation as her chance to flee the basement, but the Doctor 
"Nother, please...you don't know what you're saying...you're tired--" ji) ` was soon on his feet again, and he raced after her, shouting for her to stop. 


Madame Mourninton turned to face him at last, a rag quivering in each of her | I heard quiok, sharp footsteps heading down the tunnel towards the Quarantine 
outstretched hands -- a rag just like the one Dr. Stockill had used the night before 3 | gate...towards me. It was pitch black, but a light was nearing, and I saw liadame 

0 caver وی‎ mont}. a ۲ Nournington. She undid the bolt and threw open the gate. I stood before her in uiteme 
astonishment. She was breathing hard, and could not speak. She clutched at her  — 
stomach, her face twisted in agony. Her skin was flushed, and her lips were flecked ۱ 
With foam and blood. Groaning, she lurched forward. The sight was awful; I backed Bway j 
from her. This was the same woman who had robbed me of my one chance at freedom on | 
that wet London night what seemed a lifetime ago; she had fulfilled the request of a 
murderer, charging me with the crime of madness for wanting to escape such a life, and 


3 P | bes * of horrors to die by torture instead. She may not 
Madame iiournington's voice had become strained and tight, like a thread ready to snap. =| | mc She had locked me inside a house 


: ۱ a part of this just the same. What could she want 
The rags fell from her hands. Her son advanced towards her, but she backed away, ۱ have held the knife, but she was ام‎ rons, yet sha aanere mai oa ORE 


í Poe 2 ; 1 Wit 12 contorted in V ۱ 
retreating to the other side of the table as if she were truly afraid of him. > i : Nase EOM folds of her heavy, &rey skirt. She broke the chain that 


; ۲ ; aT; Zi E d then...she held it out to me. Stunned, I could not - Y 
"ALlmonds...cherries...peach pits..." she said, sniffing the air again. - | | Eres the ae Moe tna woman's face and saw that the eyes I still believed 


- 1 4 a anguish and desperation. Holding the key that 
Seizing the amber glass bottle from the table where the Doctor had left it the night E! ۳ had once been beautiful doi HEUS still reached out to me, as though 


before, Madame ilourninton studied the label. | n» os S MAPS IRR S "E. -o to relieve her of her Norden RE ae Piney r 
E. ۱ : j Headmistress and cautiously accepte 
"Oyanide...poison. How would you have obtained such a thing at that age? Oh, but you 1 f managed to move my feet; I stepped سر ی‎ LIOS act of kindness, she stumbled to the 
had your ways, didn't you? You were always a sly one...always hiding...always E. | the key. Having accomplished this n the hoarse whisper, "RUN AWAY!" Her body ! 
lying...always...KILLIIGI" E Y ۱ n &round, and with her dying breath EAE PAX MEIN Eon, NEUE a harsh scrape 


1 Writhed upon the dirt floor, and, W ; that Madame Mournington was dead. 
"iiother--" | m Sounding from deep within her throat, I knew 


"liy son...my son, you know well that I cannot...I cannot smell a thing...and yet, I : 
can smell these. How can that be?" she begged him; "You are a doctor...a good, learned 
doctor =- can you tell me this? I can smell the body of this girl...it is on her 
breath still... Tell me, Monty, my son, my own boy, my only...was she awake when you 
put these rags over her mouth? Did she cry? Did my daughter cry?" 


| ۱ é actually in my hand. I took up the dead 
"You took from ne the only thing that ever gave me an ounce of happiness...that eyer ` | y But the Ward Key...it was in my hand. Ii wes ê "Liberty!" it called to me. Then, ~ 


gave me a single shred of joy. You robbed me of my child ~- my baby. You robbed me of ~~ i 1 Woman's lantern and raised the key to the cine ate action; I knew that Dr. Stockil 
my life. I could have been human ~- I could have been alive, but you took my heart and ii | 1 noise from somewhere in the building rous "atter of time before he would tindo har 
you murdered it... You made me into this! A hard, bitter, cruel old woman who can feel  - { was hunting for his mother; it was only & ate, I ran as fast as I could thro 1 
nothing...my God, what have I done...what have I done..." 1 I must be gone when he did. uS es S CEDE 'zeet sliding into the Entranc 
tunnel, emerging from the hearth: 7 


nous ey ? 
One of our hideous grey ghosts flew Zi zu Rm AM me 
gaping black hole of its mouth 22 in volume as I raced onward 


Corners of the Asylum echoed i polted up the several flights of 


the Ward Key ever tighter in TY n qemise as the EM 
| 3 lowi car 
"Tou are not my child. You are a monster. And why?" She was pleading now. "Why did I d ۱ n only just iiid s Dr. Stockill was secur! 
do it? She was your sister! Your own blood!" ER ES cave ways f ninerys through the endless 
i fhe rattle of unseen TRS ihe DOSE ee him as he went. Su 

The Doctor eringed à i 5t111 screaming for B jture follow ; Wr] 

ringed at that last word EE lass and toppling f^ of the Lun pim. I 
"I had to, Mother,” he answered, with territying calm. “I couldn't let her steal yi | Se, Ir old familiar from a na: * 
from me, could I? I couldn't share you. You can understand that, can't you? I did q : +h Wards, 4 r 
for you, Mother == for us." d 7 à a m 


Mervously fingering the Ward Key hanging from her waist as it always did, tiadame 
Mournington turned away, still holding the bottle. 


"I am your child, Mother," said the Doctor, but slowly, treading carefully now. 


“You're mad,..you're truly mad..." gasped Madame Mournington in disbelief. 


The Doctor began walking towards her, and, this time, she had nowhere to retreat 


1 


توت وو یل — 


girls and the rats who had been guarding them came pouring forth from the Wards, and © 


onto the landing. I raced towards the gate, an army of little girls and the entire © 
League of Plague Rats behind me when, in the midst of this chaotic muddle of 

Stockings, claws, and tails, I stumbled, and fell flat on my stomach. I watched 
helplessly as the key launched itself from my hand, shooting away like a bullet across 
the filthy floor towards the open gate and out of my reach. Time stopped; I was back _| 
in the gilded foyer of Bainbridge, and Anne was sliding the Master Key across the 

marble floor, but then it had been coming closer, and now it was moving further away. 


And then, a black-shod foot came down, stopping the key and concealing it from my 
view. I raised my head to see Dr. Stockill towering above me, a seething fury in his 
red-rimmed eyes. Without a word, the Doctor snatched up the key and turned back 
towards the gate. Instantly, I was on my feet again, and, before I knew what I was 
doing, I lunged at the Doctor, leaping onto his back, sinking my teeth into his arm in 
an attempt to get back the key I was determined not to lose. The mass of inmates and 
rodents rushed forward to my aid, but my emaciated limbs were no match for my 1 
opponent; he had pocketed the Ward Key and now shook me off, pulling me close in front 
of him. ily back was pressed against his chest, and his hand clenched around my throat 
just as he had done to Christelle. With his free hand, he reached into his breast 
pocket and drew out the gleaming, silver weapon, snapping it open and holding & razor 
to my neck. The Doctor had transformed into something so contrary to the refined 
portrait his guests were greeted with when they first crossed the Entrance Hall 
downstairs; he was a different creature entirely -- a wild, rabid, snarling beast. 
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Blood was everywhere. A dozen Chasers were dead with many more soon to follow, Dr. 
Greavesly's surgical tools having been put to good use at last. 


After locking us inside the Ward Hall, Dr. Stockill had sounded the و‎ waking 
everyone in the institution at once. Por the first time in the Asylum’s long and 
&ruesome history, the inmates had the clear advantage: We outnumbered the ole ar 
we had nothing to lose. It was not difficult for us to woe S E c E E 3 
it simply needed to be done, and so we did it. The Asylum's greatest exper men fos 
One that its venerable directors never expected: After years of mental and physica 2 
torture, suffocated at every turn by impending death ane pure pus bcr. os 
We become? What might we be capable of? The Tea Party Massacre was the answer to the 
question they never asked. 


"What is she worth to you?" he growled, his blade already carving a shallow line 
across my throat. 


ith; we needed the pawns out of the way before we 
supplied the Asylum with the easy means to 
hundred of us remained, a horrific contrast 
e had more than enough in our ranks to 
we were on the other side of the 


The doctors were yet to be dealt w 
had our real fun. Because the furnace had 
Carry out mass extermination, only a few 
to the thousands there had once been. Still, w 
Strike terror into the hearts of our captors once 
bars, 


| 
Seeing the blood, my army stood down. With a demonic cackle, the Doctor shoved me back ۳ j 
into the crowd, then ran out and down the stairs, locking the gate behind him. 1 


It was unbearable -= we had come so close, and now we were further away than ever, | 
for, within moments, the staff would be alerted to our escape attempt and we would be 3 | 
done with, once and for all. It vas over. All these years of holding on, and it was 

over. I sank to the ground, knowing that we were all dead. I believe that most of the E 


۱ 
| 
| t to search the building for any remaining Chasers, 

girls were too astounded to completely comprehend what had just happened; all they * | 


Asylum's multitude of 
of them hidden in the Asy f 
ie I had directed the girls, for we had all agreed 
st one of our factions hauled its prisoners to 
spond to the treatment, or be 


The bulk of our army had been sen 
for I was sure that there were pocke 
dark recesses. "Offense at all costs 
that no one could be left alive. Whil 
the Hydrotherapy Chamber (would tns من‎ ee ra Seat 
ro n 2" he mem Z 
En eere i prief discussion on how lr EE 
A nc doubt tucked tennein pd AER Sosa be especially cautious. We 
ons instead; " ‘sy while the rest 
En RUNE TERR of us ought to deal tis pre wae noo eae 
would gu a RU REN ana restrain the Palins: C rim with the Theatre's surgloal | 
EN euis we armed ourselves to the tee i 


3 ood doctors. : 
tools, and, finally, it was time to visit our & 


knew is that we were almost free, and then we weren't. 


I cannot understand what happened next, Diary...I can only tell my story and allow you 
to come to your own conclusions: 


4s I knelt upon that cold, stone floor, I became aware of a peculiar burning sensation 
upon my right leg. It took me a moment to realize that the heat was coming from inside 
my stocking, just above my knee, where Anne's key, the Master Key of Bainbridge, was 
tied, The tarnished gold burned with a growing warmth; I tore off the stocking and 
untied the key as quickly as I could. The metal was glowing white-hot now, but it did 
not pain me. I took the key in my hands and felt my pulse quicken, the blood coursing = 
through me; I was a frozen body thawing back to life. , Con 
Then, I was filled with an incredible lightness ‘ 
that litted me from the ground and to 
my feet. I did not walk to the gate 
-- ihe liaster Key pulled me 
there. I tried the lock =- it 
fit perfectly. I turned the 
key, and the gate swung open. 
Wy fellow inmates were 
completely silent == all breaths 
were held, and nobody made a 
sound. 
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d the deyila So iae Vaga of the Chasers and medio 
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razors, drills, syringes, SAWS, 
Stookill had locked himself in 2 


t for last. EU 
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eir separate corners. They i 
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instruments of healing =” the 7 A aie 
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laboratory, put we all agreed t? 
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odletting W ze 
3 E Lymer had retreated ron REY the heavy CI reet EORR 
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or w g d only with a solitary he 
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s sourried past the 
in its teeth, and d 


Then, the great 
clock ín the Á 
Entrance Hall 
below struck 
tne hour. 


Ough he had never been re 3 
OUt it. This was too RERE ohief assistan 
Severed hand of Dr. DY 
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blades, scarificators, fleams, and lancets, we tore away the Doctor's nightclothes, _ 
| and determined to find out what it was like to be on the other end of a razor blad 
handsome variety of carvings were made over Dr. Lymer's body (some very artisticall 
done, I might add), taking care that his sickly, bloated face was well attended to. 
Long slashes ran across his chest, while the scarificator was used to gnaw a 
decorative series of slits down the length of his arms and legs. The Captain took ; 
particular pleasure in pounding the bladed chisel into the veins of the Doctor's fat 
wrists with his own hammer. When we felt that Dr. Lymer was sufficiently sliced and om 
his way to good health, the Captain, Veronica, and I each chose a full leech jar from 
the table. 


"Hello, my slippery water friends!" the Captain cooed to her leeches. "This is your 
lucky night!" 


On the count of three, we emptied the jars, pouring the leeches over the shrieking 
Doctor's mutilated body. His blood, having overflowed the shallow moat running around 
the edge of the bed, was now dripping onto the floor; although he had lost much of it, 
the Doctor was still living, which was exactly what we wanted. The leeches needed no 
instruction; they spread rapidly over every exposed inch of flesh. 


"Oh! I almost forgot!" I exclaimed, addressing the Captain. "Care to do the honours?" 
I handed her the silver lobotomy spike I'd been using as a hairpin. 
"How kind of you, Valentine! Don't mind if I do." e 


۰ 
"You might feel a little pinch," I whispered in Dr. Lymer's ear. 


The Captain raised her spike and drove it into the center of the Doctor's forehead 
just before the leeches covered his face completely. The shrieking stopped. His eyed 
rolled back in his head and he went slack-jawed, unwittingly inviting the leeches to 
crawl into his mouth and stop his breath forever. It was a fantastic sight; Dr. Lymer 
was covered from head to toe, smothered by a glittering, black armour writhing with 
life. Our work done, we left our former tormentor, bidding our bloodsucking 
assistants "bon appetit." 

Next, it was on to Dr. Greavesly's private quarters. Our modest army reached his door 
and found it unlocked, the surgeon nowhere to be seen. We knew that we must find him 
before he found us, and I felt absolutely certain that he had gone to the Operating 
Theatre to arm himself, just as we had. We raced up the stairs, through the Theatre 
door that Dr. Greavesly, in his haste, had forgotten to lock, and there was the demon; 
the butcher, crouched upon his table, his fiery mane wild and loose around his bestial 
face. He gripped a long surgical knife in each hand and was waiting for us, like an 
animal ready to pounce. 


"Oh no! Little girls! Whatever shall I do?" he taunted, cackling, and rising to his 
feet. 


Without a word, Veronica stepped forward, unsheathed a small blade she had strapped 
to her thigh, and sent it spinning expertly towards the surgeon. Before he had time to 
realize what had happened, the knife was deeply embedded in his thick, ruddy neck. We 


were stunned silent. 
@.. 
LJ 


"Wow..." whispered Flea. 
"You've done that betore, right?" asked Joanna. 


"Eo..." gasped Veronica. "I mean, yes, but...I hit my target...I finally hit my 
bleedin’ target!” 


Adding injury to injury, the Doctor had hit his head when he fell, causing him to lose 
consciousness, Thus, we felt no need to waste time by tying him down == we must not - 
forget Dr, Stockill, for he could be escaping the Asylum at that very moment, Leavi 
Veronica s knife protruding from the surgeon's neck, I took up the rustiest, > 
filthiest butcher knife I could find, and plunged it into Dr. Greavesly's stomach 
Much to our surprise, he opened his eyes and roared, blood spurting from his thro 
leapt back; the others pinned down the surgeon's arms and legs. Even with his bru 
strength, he could not overpower us all. Before I could finish the job, Veronica. 

onto the operating table, grasped the knife I had left standing upright in the 
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E Must try again. 


"Perhaps I am, I find m 
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i Doctor's stomach, and pulled it downwards, slicing through the length of his abdomen. 


With one last, guttural howl, Dr. Greavesly's head fell back, and he was dead. The 


Captain stepped forward to inspect Veronica’s work. 


"Nice, clean cut," she remarked. 
"Indeed," I observed. "And he's certainly not hysterical anymore." as t ۰ 


Now able to devote our complete attention to the Superintendent, I knew we had to take 
extra care. By far the cleverest of the three doctors, he was much more likely to have 
planned a defense that might actually succeed. Wiping our bloody hands on our shifts, 
we ran up the stairs to the Doctor's laboratory door, followed by a growing swarm of 
Plague Rats. Their long teeth shone red in the gas-light; they had been aiding the 
rest of the girls in finishing off the staff, and now they had come for their prize; 
after all, they had as much of a grievance against Dr. Stockill as any of us. 


I asked Sir Edward to station the League just outside the door with the rest of the 
inmates until I called for help. Basil, who had, during the past years, observed the 
Superintendent more closely than anyone, objected to my going in alone, but I felt 
certain that, when confronting Dr. Stockill, a crowd would do more harm than good. 
There was no sound from within the laboratory, but I knew he was there. The door was 
unlocked. Slowly, I turned the latch and tiptoed into the room, knowing that, at any 
time, the Doctor may leap out at me. He was at once ihe maddest and the most 
intelligent of our enemies, and, thus, the most dangerous. Besides, weapons were one 
thing, but chemicals were quite another. The laboratory was filled with that same - 
almond scent I had first experienced only a few hours ago, and now knew the deadly 
significance of. I moved as silently as I could, but the boards creaked beneath my 
feet, the sound amplified a thousandfold to my anxious ears. I looked in all A 
directions, but saw no one. Then, the door slammed shut; I raised the knife I carried 
and spun around to see Dr. Stockill standing behind me. Looking like lunacy itself, 
his hair was wet and tangled; a ghastly, twisted smile spread across his face. In one 
hand, he held a vial of clear liquid -- in the other, an unlit match. 


"Turn around," he said, his deathly calm contrasting his appearance. "Turn around and 
leave this place. I don't care where you go now == just get out." 


"And if I refuse?" I had my knife pointed towards his chest, putting me in a position 
to be disagreeable. ua 


" explaining how you had once wished for death...do you still 
E d MN EE your wretohed whores? I light this match and combine these 


n" 
two simple elements, and we're all dead. 


erstand me, Doctor," I said, meeting his calm, yet 


nà 
Ee ou aze neelan EE ish to die, then?" 


keeping my knife at the ready. "So you W 


"I asked you first," he replied. 


I walked a slow circle around the Doctor; he turn 


Just then, I had a peouliar idea. vould. Bim back Wan ow Fo tH PCIE 


his body to face me, just as I hopeé Br 
LU 

"I cannot help but suspect that you are bluffing, Doctor. 

low inmates renders you powerless, doesn't it... 


Lu 
Willing to risk all of your lives on & mere suspicion? 


strangely attraoted to risk, Doctor. It 4s‏ ن 


= I can't help ite" 


tables, onto the shelves, even up 
the chains to the gas-lamps hanging 
overhead. "You hesitate," said the 
Doctor. "Be wise, Wl4-4A." 


His collar had come undone during 
our earlier struggle for the Ward 
Key, and so I flicked my knifepoint 
to press against his bare throat. 


"Don't call me that," I snapped. I 
have a name. I have a NAME! 


۲۳ ۲ "Shhh...be wise, Emily, Emily with no 
7 history, and no last name, and no 
$ one...you've come this far. Why would you 
end it all now? I am but one man, and you 


could have the whole world. Why bother with 
me?" 


É "I couldn't sleep," I answered. 


M 4S Dr. Stockill struck his match 
against the nearby table, I released 

E) the knife from his throat, and 

(PS plunged it deep into his heart. 

\ | Both the vial and the flame 


Y 


fell from his hands, and time 
Seemed to slow just enough 
& to allow this next series 
—1 of impossible events to 
# occur: The vial 
shattered, its 
poison now covering 
‘the floor, but I crouched 
down and blew out the match in 
mid-air before it could touch the 
liquid. The Doctor stared at me 
in utter bewilderment, my knife still 
embedded in his chest. 
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"This," I said, rising up and drivin 

the point in further still, "is for 

nm the girls who couldn't be here today." 
j 


"ind this," called Sir Edward, from the 
. lamp directly aboye our heads, "this i% 
for the rats!" ۲ 


"What?" cried the mortally wounded Doctor, 
having never heard a rat speak before that 
moment. ra a ج‎ ۱ ? 


"Eevernind,". 


vengeful rodents clawed at bis eyes a 
their bloodstained teeth until there 
a S n NUM 
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The morning after the Tea Party Massacre. It is turning light outside, and I have just 
now finished relating all that has happened to this point, for I knew there would be 
nO sleep until the story passed out of me through my little silver pencil. I can hear 
birds, which have always seemed to stray from their route just to avoid this place, 
whistling in the trees outside. Does the world know that a mark upon its soul has been 
blotted out? Will the sky be any clearer today? The air any sweeter? 


On Dr. Stockill's mahogany desk lies the Asylum's appointment book, that which had 
once been governed by the iron claw of Madame Mournington in the days before she felt 
morally incapable of booking the sort of appointments that were required of her -- the 


days before The Cell. Opening the book to today's date, I see that there is one thing 
we have left to do. 


The bell rings in the Entrance Hall, announcing a visitor. The Captain stands facing 
the door in her pirate's hat of striped wallpaper and apothecary orders. The length 
of braid that the inmates and I had woven for her is slung across her chest like a 
military sash, and a little black rat is perched upon her shoulder where a parrot 
ought to be. I go to her and hand her the long surgical knife that I have meticulously 


cleaned and polished for just this occasion. The Captain looks down at the rough hilt 
in her graceful hand. The bell rings a second time. 


"Are you quite sure you want to do this alone?" I ask her. 
"Yes." She breathes deeply. "I'm ready. You just keep watch." 


"Aye, Captain..." I say, then ascend the staircase to attend to the other girls. 
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The rest of the day was spent in the basement, gathering the bodies of the girls who 
had not yet been incinerated, and then preparing them for the first proper funeral 
that had ever taken place on the grounds of the Asylum for Wayward Victorian Girls. We 
also arranged a ceremony and chose memorial locations for both the rats and leeches 

i who had died under the old guard. The inmates crafted tiny leech tombstones bearing 

f the names of those we had known well, and the League itself had kept faithful records 

' of all they had lost over the past several years, which numbered into the millions. 


It was the night after the Tea Party Massacre that we decided to stay. 


Returning from our makeshift funeral, we gathered around the great hearth in the 
Entrance Hall, surrounded by cups of tea and everything from the kitchen pantry that 
was even remotely edible, our bodies slowly remembering what it was like to be warm. I 
tried to play the old harpsichord for a bit, but I knew we had much to think upon, and 
I soon joined the other girls around the fire. There, we discussed our options. 


| A towering pyre was made in the field over the Pits that still concealed the corpses 

i or all who had ridden unwittingly in the Death Cart. We laid our newly dead on top of 

j the pyre, and covered them with the branches and wild rosemary we had found growing 

| nearby. Rosemary..."for remembrance," says Ophelia...a symbol that our girls will not 
be forgotten. 


One inmate claimed to have an uncle just outside of London; perhaps he could take some 
of us on as maids in exchange for low wages, if he was still living, that is. Another 
knew of & public house that might hire one or two of us as barmaids under the same 
conditions, if it still existed. Nore suggestions were proposed, each one more 
utterly impractical and entirely impossible than the last. The most qualified among 
us was no better off than the least; a girl who may once have been employed as a 
teacher of children or even a seller of hats would never again be allowed even these 
small opportunities. It would only be a danger to return to our families, most of 
which wouldn't even be there anymore, and wouldn't want us if they were, as they 
olearly hadn't wanted us before. 


i5 the sun set behind the bordering trees, a very curious procession emerged from the 
Asylum doors: Walking one-by-one, each girl wore clean stockings, and a wrap of table 
linens for warmth; our bandaged hands held lanterns and tall ivory tapers. We were 
ilanked on both sides by rows of Plague Rats; they walked Slowly with us through the 
courtyard and around to the side of the building, where the field lay. When we reached 
the Death Pits, we formed a circle around the pyre and raised our flames. My heart was 
full with memories of all the friends I had lost -- girls who had died unidentified, 
unclaimed, and unimportant, but who were here with me still. I lowered my taper to the 
heap of sticks and fragrant brush, and so followed the multitude around me. As the 
flames rose higher into the glittering heavens, we threw back our heads and sang until 
our throats were dry. 


Where could we go but the streets? If the criteria for madness were still what we knew 
them to be, surely it would not be long before we would be imprisoned all over again 
in one asylum or another. ind, if we did succeed in avoiding recapture, what was our 
place in the world? With no money, no connections, and worse, a bad name eternally 
attached to all things unsavoury, the best we could hope for would be occasional 
z employment as seamstresseS, a job that could never pay the most neager of expenses, or 
۲ E f frequent employment as prostitutes, a job that we had all had quite enough of, thank 
—M— te eae M | you very much. No respectable household would ever hire us, not even as below-stairs 
: kitohen maids. No, once we had driven through these gates, we were dead to the world, 
and just as well, for I did not think we could keep kept even those lowly positions if 
given the opportunity; we had been removed from the world too long to ever fit back 
into it. Having exhausted all of our imaginary resources and still finding no 
realistic solution to the problem of where to go now that we were iree, the house had 
gone quiet. 


Cr ERES 


"I do not think," I said, after a time had passed, "that I shall go anywhere at all." 


"What do you mean?" the girls asked. "You intend to stay here? In the Asylum?" 
A new life was slowly unfurling inside my brain. I was feeling the space around me and 
stretching my fingers to see if I could fill it. I was breathing the corrupted air and 
wondering if I could cleanse it of its poison. 


"I think," said I, "that I mean to hold tightly to the freedom I have just won. EE i 


saw that my fellow inmates were turning over this new idea to look at it on all 
ys. They did not say "yes," but they did not say "no," and, little by little, I saw 
"gone ior so long, return to Jolie Rouge's dark eyes, ۳ 


dt 


۲ 1 resolved. "I shall devote my life to making my prison 
fi dies: An Asylum, by definition, ought to be a sa vi 
I fear I shall always need one. But, how lonely I i 


TP 


— step back through that gate, I become property of the world again, and I do not think pig 
T that I can be anyone's property —- anyone's anything -- anymore. ..not ever. Can you?" 


— —À M — pene 
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» who will steer the ship? And who will share my tea? And who will t 
¥ & knife properly? I think I would be very sad to go through my w 
fing how." i 3 
In the days that followed, the doors were open, the girls were free, and i 
We needed each other. The Asylum was ours now, and finally, we belonged 
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Men. 1۳ eyes. 
No CHAN FR Rey. 
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The Asylum had been governed by masters of deception, but it could not be denied that 

- our directors preyed upon those more than willing to be deceived -- who could be so 

| easily led into doing evil. Worse, those who had a girl committed never knew what evil 

— they had done, for no one ever told them. No one was ever informed when a girl had 

- died, and very few of those who brought us their mad ever returned, or even wrote to 
inquire after the progress of the "cure." The few who did inquire were sent a stock 1 

- notice stating that the girl had only just passed away, and were placated with a death 

certificate stating the date and cause of death (always false, with the date ; - " 
invariably listed as "yesterday," and the cause invariably listed as "pneumonia"), as 
well as a long list of all beneficial medications and treatments that had been ONSE 
administered at the time of crisis in an attempt to show that everything possible had 
been done for the poor girl in question. In reality, of course, these medications were 
never given -- those that were administered had only been part of cruel, nay, perverse 
experiments, and were never intended to treat any legitimate condition, eyen when it 
did exist. If a girl had happened to actually develop pneumonia, which was a frequent 
ailment due to the outdoor baths and the eternal cold, she would be disposed of 

immediately for fear that the staff and the entire institution would become infected. 

"The Asylum did not deal in cures. 
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It didn't take long to clean up the Asylum. The furnace came in quite handy for the 
disposal of the doctors and staff, and then the basement was boarded up; no one ever 
need go there again. 


The funny thing is that we thought we had eradicated our collective enemies, but the 
truth is that we never will. After being tortured and imprisoned for so long, we don't 
know what life is without this anymore. We had not felt ourselves change, but, 
gradually, we had become so accustomed to such monstrosities that, now that we are 
free, we feel strangely drawn to them. Consider the leeches as an example: iiany of us 
had made peace with our blood-sucking companions long ago, and we continue to apply 
leeches to ourselves and to each other even though we no longer have to. They are our 
friends, after all, and they had been prisoners too == abducted from their natural 
habitats just as we were; they have names, and voices, and, well, they must be fed. 


Besides ordering goods by post, we rarely have, nor need, direct communication with 
the world outside. It is imperative to our survival that no one ever know of what has 
taken place in the Asylum. We now govern ourselves, and we will never submit to 
anyone. It was decided between us that, if the world never cared to know of the 
violence inflicted upon us, then the world ought not care to know of the violence that 
we had finally inflicted back. 


There is but one thing that weighs heavily on my mind, and this is only because it is x 
something I cannot share, and so I bear the burden alone: Just before dawn on the day. 
after the Tea Party Massacre (which we now refer to simply as "The Tea Party"), I haa 
entered the Operating Theatre so that I could select a suitable knife for the Captain, 
for she wished to greet the The Cell’s final customer herself and finish the job she. 
had started back at Bainbridge. We had left Dr. Greavesly dead upon the operating ۱ 
table the previous night, but, upon reentry, I found the table empty. Frantic, I ran 
to the window just in time to see a lumbering figure, hunched over and limping, moving 
through the early morning mist and into the black woods behind the Asylum. I knew that 
he would most likely die out in the merciless cold, and that, should he live, he would 
not be back. Still, utilizing and, in the process, learning from Dr. Stockill's 
ingenious mechanical inventions until I was able to design such things myself (which, 
as it turns out, I have a particular knack for), I did take care to implement an ۹ 
elaborate system of traps and alarms == something I had intended to do anyway == and s 
now I am not afraid, nor do I feel that anyone else ought to be. 


All of the cruelty has gone out of it, but we often bind each other in manacles and 
straight waistcoats. It has become a game to us حه‎ we hold contests to see who can 
escape their restraints the quickest. Some of our girls take great pleasure in 
performing imaginary operations on one another. We customize the wheeled metal beds 
from the Bloodletting Wing, and race them down the same corridors we used to dread. We 
have found & thousand uses for the instruments of our torture, claiming them as our 
own, and reclaiming ourselves in the process. 


The Plague Rats remain an important part of every aspect of our lives here, with the 
ever-protective Sir Edward watching over us all. He disappears now and again, just as 
he has often done these past years, but we always know that he will soon be back, and 
Basil takes the Ambassador's place while he is away. The rats sit with us at tea, 
drinking from our cups, nibbling the crumpets and scones and teacakes, for we have 
such things now. In fact, we have every material thing that we could wish for, and far 
nore than that. Under the Asylum's old regime, our tyrant-jailers had absconded our 
belongings immediately upon arrival; they had sold some of our goods, and spent some 
of our money, but still there remained hidden chambers filled with treasures amassed 
over time -- more than we needed to live as frivolously as we pleased for the rest of 
our days. 


At the very start of our new life within the Asylum, we had decided that we would 
continue to accept new inmates. In the event that a girl was as un-mad as most of us 
were, then she might prove a pleasant addition to our strange society, and, if the 
girl truly was mad and in need of serious care and rehabilitation, then perhaps we 
could make the Asylum for Wayward Victorian Girls what it always ought to have been: a 
place of safety and shelter. A sanctuary. An asylum. 


At first, I could not fathom why Dr. Stockill had approved the selling of our bodies 
before the selling of our valuables, but then it came to me: I knew that the Doctor 
had spent a veritable fortune on his continuous supply of chemicals, but, more 
significantly, once his anticipated Plague infected the public, neither we nor our 
bodies would be of any use to anyone anymore == the world outside would have many more 
pressing concerns to attend to than the worry of when they could next schedule an 
appointment to fuck a mad girl, and they certainly wouldn't care to purchase our 
aborted feotuses anymore, nor our limbs, nor any other part. Yes, we may have been 
valuable tor ‘the time being, but, come doomsday, all that would matter was gold. Best 
to hoard the treasures and save them for that inevitable rainy day. Naturally, Ex 


celebrated Superintendent could never have imagined that the rain w È 
himself instead. i 7 ۷۵۳۵۵ 82 


] ow Sachiko came back into my life. She was delivered one May 
B eon of a police constable who had found her walking backwards on 
railroad track just outside of the London. When Sachiko arrived, she refused t 
and was so entirely catatonic that she did not recognize me, her oldest and de 
friend. But, as the months passed, my former companion was gradually revived i 
former self, and even better. We all have our battle scars, and Sachiko has no 


: BE try our best to look to the future and leave our painful past behing 


e learning to live again, 


Of course, I had arrived entirely bereft belongings 3 و‎ 
deposited here by wealthy families who, her E EET wy iris ce EM vas been ۱ 
pressured by society's ignorance, that their wards were mad, left them tage oe 
not without full purses, having been given to think that ihe girls wo 14 ndeed, bu 
for, and better cared for the more valuables they brought with Then z 1 ue wera ae 
fool, these guardians believed all this and had continued to send + Only too easy 
ease their own consciences, never knowing that improved conditi money, if only to 
bought == not for any price, ons could not be. 


eee 


| 


ap 

—t£nrough our labyrinth of rooms, Basil perched upon my shoulder. Past the kitohen we — 
went, where we nabbed a slice of cherry cake and met Joanna, who was playing with t 
pet leech she liked to lead about on a fine and jeweled chain. Munching our bounty 
we rushed along, we traversed the Drawing Room, where Veronica was instructing a 
gathering of girls in the fine art of knife throwing, then poked our heads into the 
Music Room, where Sir Edward was leading a circle of young rats in the recitation of 
his favorite Browning poem. Suddenly, from somewhere upstairs, a piercing scream 
reverberated throughout the Asylum; the new inmate's eyes widened in fear. 


k 


"he new electro-shock machine..." I told her. "You'll learn to love it." 


What we are building is a self-sufficient community like nothing that has ever before 
existed; it could perhaps be a bizarre but beautiful social experiment on what might 
happen if women were ever made the mistresses of their own lives. The ultimate result 


of this experiment remains to be seen, but I believe that we are creating something 
truly remarkable. 


Yet, despite our best efforts, I do not suppose that we will ever know happiness as 
other people do == people who have never suffered as we have. I reckon that the reason 
we now indulge in our luxuries and tea parties and dances and music and all things 
beautiful and exotic and grand and even frivolous is simply to make up for the reality 
that, no matter how many years are left to us, there will never be enough time in our 
lives to fill the hole that had been made inside of each of us when we were driven 
through the Aisylum's massive gates, never to return again. Revenge itself may indeed 
be the best revenge, but slaying your enemy does not give you back what they stole 
from you. There is not enough revenge in the world for that. 


Still, we do our best to live as blissfully as we can, and I dare say we have great 
fun trying. We have reformed the Asylum in every aspect, from the kitchen to the cells 
and even the flat rooftop over the Wards where we often gather for tea and dancing, or 
simply to look down upon the city of London as the sun sets =- the same city that I 
had once marveled at as I stood barefoot in the middle of the bridge with Anne at my 
side. I am equally far from the city now as I was on that day, but I am no longer 
running towards it. 


I do not know that our tastes in decor would please the eye of civilized society, but 
I suspect they would not. Our sense of aesthetic has come to lean heavily towards the 
macabre, but not because we mean it to; it is simply that the bits of us that measure 
what is beautiful, what is ugly, what is comic, and what is frightening had been 
tossed up into the air when we were shut away from the world, and, now that we are 
free, the pieces are falling back down in a slightly different arrangement. 


We have lowered the veneers in the Entrance Hall and replaced the ghastly paintings 
hung there with dozens of our own works -- portraits of our insect and rodent 

companions, as well as of each other, for we have many gifted artists in our midst, 
and we are not afraid to show ourselves, raw and imperfect as we may be. In fact, we 
now find our scars beautiful, nothing less than a testament to our will to survive. 


We have collected the skulls that filled the closets of the Operating Theatre, and, in 
our attempt to honour our fallen sisters, we have strung them up with dazzling 
crystals, lustrous pearls, and braids of our own hair, crafting them into the most 
fanciful chandeliers imaginable. The Theatre itself has become what, in a way, it had 
always been: a theatre in the round, such as Shakespeare himself would have known; it 
ig now the stage for our plays and larger concerts, the laboratory serving to 
accommodate our more intimate productions. Naturally, the Theatre had to undergo a 
bigniticant transormation so that simple act of stepping inside would not cause us 
Bll to relive the terror that this place had once inspired, but it wasn't enough to 
cover the bloodstains. No, we have had to realize that, like de Rothsberg's eye patch, _ 
we can never pretend that something isn't there just by covering it up. We must own ~ 
our surroundings as they are == own everything that comes with them == and make them _ 
mat we wish them to be. We have denied as much as we could to arrive at this day. We 
cannot deny anymore. 
This is how it vas... 
This is how it happened. 
But CHIS i5 what shall happen now, 


Perhaps it is this taking of ownership that allows us to utilize the things th T 
should be unbearable to our eyes and assign them a new purpose. The leech jars 


p 
£j 


) become precious porcelain to us. We use them as decorative vases and fill them with 
— branches from the dead tree garden we have planted over the Death Pits. 


— We have between us girls of every conceivable talent, from bakers, who craft the most 


exquisite creations from pastry and spun sugar (and who enable us to have High Tea at 
both four o'clock in the afternoon and four o'clock in the morning), to writers of 
great brilliance, to master musicians, of whom I am proud to count myself amongst, and 
who keep our extraordinary household supplied with music, for there is always music, 
and Sachiko and I play our Mozart duets until dawn, and for royalty as we always said 
we would, for we are the kings and the queens, and this is our territory. 


ly cherished friend held me in her arms. The girls of the Striped Stocking Society 
cushed towards us with gleeful shouts, pulling us up and onto the dance floor with the 


ly, lifting my face to the sky, the fragile snowflakes settling upon my flushed 
eeks. It would soon be time to look to the constellations and welcome in the New 
ar with cheers, music, and still more fireworks. And finally, I did it == I had 

anaged to break through my past, through my memories, the things that overwhelmed me 
nd held me back from the life I wanted, keeping some secret part of my being embedded 


Asylum Letter No. LV 


It was New Year's Eve. We had enjoyed the most glorious Christmas, and the scent of 
pine trees and gingerbread still filled the Asylum. While many of our girls were 
passing the winter in teaching themselves to skate on the frozen surface of the 
Batning Court, I had given myself the task of creating a perfect miniature Asylum 
replica in gingerbread for the Plague Rats. But it is the the turning of the year that 
has been ny favourite holiday at the Asylum since we attained our freedom. On the Eve 
*e hold our annual Tea Ball upon the rooftops of both Ward 4 and Ward B, and it is «He 
affair to transcend all other Asylum affairs, and those in the city as well, 
quite sure. In preparation for this year's Ball, I had devoted months to tne 
composition of a new musical work to be presented at midnight, and the girls in the 
kitchen had planned a lavish, highest-of-the-high tea, with a three-meter 
croquembouche, a pirate ship made entirely of sugar, and enough champagne sent up 
trom London tor every girl, every rat, and any multiple personalities who might 
unexpectedly turn up. Veronica was to debut a new burlesque act (which she promised to 
be nothing short of "nymphomaniacal"), and I had been practicing a choreographed 
swordtight with the Captain for weeks. On this most magical of holidays, it is our 
tradition to dress in white from head to toe as a symbol of our resurrection, and, 
this year, I thought it particularly meaningful, for I felt that we were finally 
growing into our new life; though our phantoms would never leave us, our demons w 
almost gone. 


Suddenly, I fell to the ground. Sachiko came to lift me up, but I told her I was all 
right, and stood on my own. Then, we both fell. The rooftops were shaking, and our 
beautiful scenery was crashing down around us. Everyone stopped and listened as a 
deep, yawning groan rose from the very depths of the building we stood upon. This 
unearthly noise was immediately followed by the sound of crumbling brick and stone. I 
looked around and realized that the Asylum was collapsing. Iron bars were snapping out 
of cell windows as the structure around them was crushed under its own weight. And 

then, entire sections of the tenement began to fall. I heard the words of Sir Edward 

on the night I had first met him in Ward A...he had told me then that the Asylum was 

built directly on top of the city's trash heap, that it was only built to deceive, 

that it had no foundation at all, and that it was never, ever meant to last. It had 
always been a front -- grand from the outside, but inside, merely mistake built upon 
mistake, flaw upon flaw upon flaw... The massive construction had simply reached its i 
limit. Every wall that had miraculously stood for all these years had given in to the i 
inevitable at last, and, like dominoes, once one began to fall, the rest followed. How 
could I have thought that this could go on forever? Panicked, the inmates hurried 
about in their voluminous white gowns, frantically trying to find a way down to the 
ground, but the exits were either plocked or had already fallen away. And that is when 
the flames broke out. The increasing snowfall did its best to contain the blaze, but I 
knew that, within minutes, we would be engulfed. Time stopped and I was on the ceiling 
again, only this time the ceiling was the glittering midnight sky. Stunned, I watched 
as hundreds of inmates, in an act of astonishing acceptance, lined up on the roof's 
ledge and began to jump ~~ some alone, many holding hands, their skirts billowing 
around them, soft curls flying every which where...it was breathtaking. "Suicide," I 
thought, "is a cold, ugly: desperate thing, and, when it happens, it is always lonely. 
Suicide is not the beautiful and poetic act that our painters portray." But the truth 


is that, in that moment alone, it was. 


I am 


ere 


The Ball was soon to begin, and we ascended to the rooftops in anticipation of the 
evening's first dance. Following us were the Asylum ghosts, their wispy figures 
swirling about our skirts as we climbed the old staircase, emerging from the corners 
| and behind the walls to Join us for our greatest celebration of freedom and unity. 
H This would be our night of all nights. 


n = ee ey ا سے‎ 


j 
D 


&t last, it was time. I had marked either side of the path leading to the rooftop. 
dance floor with a trail of teacups housing flickering votives, and every girl was now 
in her place. As the band sounded the first note of the evening, a blinding shower of 


| 

| 

| I stood looking over the ledge at the ground far, far below, and I thought of Anne == 
| Sparks exploded into the star-filled sky -- that had been my surprise for my fellow 

| 

۱ 


il of the bridge together...of how the 
of that night when we stood leaning over the ra 

moon had EUN us a different path that neither the Count, nor his friends, nor his f. 
hounds, nor anyone, could follow... In perfect peace, I stepped up onto the ledge and 


extended my hand to the Captain. 


inmates. The revelry commenced, and, my God, the sheer joy exuded from each soul in 
communion was overpowering. Though it was winter and tiny flakes of snow had begun to 
fall, we were warmed by our dancing, by large fires set in the great stone urns about 
the roof, and, truth be told, by our liquid refreshments as well. I know not why, but - 
I began to feel inexplicably overwrought, almost as though I were too happy. I left 
the crowd to go and sit alone for a moment; I had not been away long when the Captain 
found me, bearing a teacup filled with delicate, pink champagne. 


"Well, where shall we sail to next, Captain?" I asked her, so that all around me could 
, = i : 


hear. ۱ 


T TET eame 


E. eyes met and, smiling, she leapt up bnto the ledge beside me. 


"Do you remember, Captain, a Sunday morning very long ago when I found that poor rat 
dead in the soup pot?" 


destination, I think! The routing has only just been mapped, 


om" ' 
Brotirely new t to explore it if we board the ship at once." ` FS 


Shall be the very firs 


t 


"I will never.forget that day." 


k my other hand. Enormous sections of the - 
limbed up and bravely too | 
"Dear Lord, that was awful soup... Anyhow, it was on that day that I remember MSS er mm falling away; and the flames waresolosenhendua F 


realizing with complete clarity that we truly were prisoners, and that all hope was | 
logt...it overwhelmed me." 


ed the Captain, raising her ancient pirate's ha 
ates took their places on the ledge, and we all 


hors ayeigh!" shout 


"Yes, sweet Valentine, but you have led us into a new life... 


ou creat 
there was none, and now just look what we have!" uf ed hope where 


"I know, and I am so happy... But that's just it -- I feel as thou 
‘very opposite of that morning...as though...as though I have just 

; realize 
clarity that we are tree, and, not only that, but even more E than we ven HM 
of being == than almost anyone is, anywhere, and..." 


gh tonight is the 


E 
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Th 
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` we walk down the hall 


4 l et. The nurse's hand is on my shoulder. She is 
rying to keep contact == to anticipate my next move. She unlocks the closet door, but 
fore she can pull the string to turn on the light, I am inside, digging through the 
xes to locate my own. I feel for my notebook. The light comes on and I find it. ۳ 
otebook in hand, I turn and walk quickly into the Day Room. "Don't run," I tell 1 
yself. : YO APR ۱ 


"Emilie, let me give you something." 


y 


he nurse is following me. 


Hospital Entry 27: MISSING 


"No, thank you, leave me alone. Leave me alone. Leave me alone." 


It's four o'clock and I can't sleep. I feel sick. I refuse to believe that the Asylum _ 
is gone...that it really, truly collapsed...Emily dead...all dead...all over...I É 
cannot... I will not believe it really happened. ..this is not how it's supposed to end. 
I need to see the letter again. Is it really to be my last? Can I survive this place 1 
without Emily? Without all of them? I don't think I can do it. I don't even think I E 
want to do it. I'm starting to panic. I need to get out of this room. I need to get out __ 
of this hospital. I reach down into my stocking to retrieve the last letter...I wish 
there were some fucking light in here... 


I walk away from her. I know I am repeating myself, but I don't know why. 
"All right, but five minutes, Emilie. I'll come back to get you." 
7 


I hear the nurse return to the glass booth; she is talking nervously to the other 
nurse on night watch. I sit down on the old green couch that I had shared with Violet 
that day...that day when she had told me... I am tearing through the pages, looking 

T for my Asylum letters, but they are not here. Between the pages where the letters 
ought to be are the same brown paper napkins, then a paper menu irom the kitchen, then 4 
more napkins, another menu, more napkins, tissues, the wrapping from a teabag...there - 
is scribbling on the rubbish, some in red crayon, some in pen, scribbling, just. 
Scribbling... I bolt from the Day Room and pound on the booth where the two women are  - 
sitting and drinking coffee. One is on the phone, and the other comes to the window 
and talks to me through the small opening at the bottom, just like a ticket window at = 
‘the movies...it's just like a ticket window...like they're selling something... 


Something isn't right. 


i The paper feels different. It isn't the waxy, delicate parchment I had touched only a 
few hours ago. It is thicker...rough...with texture but without form. I leap out of 
bed and open the heavy plastic curtains to look through the bars for a sliver of moon 
to see the letter by. But I am not holding a letter. I am holding...what is it...it 
looks almost like...a napkin -- like the coarse, brown paper napkins in the psych ward 
bathroom... 3 ۱ 

m e "What is it, Emilie?" 

I race to the locked doors, pounding them with my fists, shouting for the nurses to E- 

let ne out. I'm yelling that it's an emergency. Ny cellmates turn over in their beds; 

but they are too drugged to care about the noise. Finally, a nurse comes running and 
the heavy doors open. The artificial light in the hallway is blinding. 


x 


"Somebody has been through my notebook and taken my letters. This is not OK. You can 
not do this. I want to know who did this, and I want my letters back. Now. Do you hear 


_ me?" 


K - 1 
"Emilie, nobody has been through your notebook. We don't do that here == your S 
۳9 ae AS belongings, and we respect that. Anything that was there is still 


there," NE 


"Emilie! What are you doing?" asks the nurse, pulling me outside the bedroom. 


"Somebody has been taking my things," I tell her. B 
"Phat is a lie! You're lying to me! Get out of that fucking cage you cowardly fucking 


| 

| Am I having a panic attack? I can't breathe. 2 : 
| bitch! Get out and fucking look at this! ; 
i "Somebody has been in my things. Somebody has been in my bed. Somebody in that room 1 
took something of mine, and I want it back right now. I don't care what time it is -==  . 


this is not OK. Right now. Right now. Right now." 


The nurse emerges from the office. 


Nance, will you get something for Emi 


"All right, Emilie, show me what's missing. 
to take?" 


"Emilie, you have to calm down; we don't want to wake everybody, do we? Now, come 
along with me and we'11 get you something to help you sleep. You've had a bad dream, 
that's all. We can switch up your medication and see if that helps." 


EN i . Hexe and here and here...between these pages. 
B. ace EA ‘gre all gone, and there is a bunoh of garbage that I 
i but ver. Somebody has been in my notebook and replaced my letters with fu ini 
B nankins and...and... trash. I need to have my letters back. Please," I am plead: 

E you please find out where they are? I just need them back. I need them 


Need them back. I need--" i 


۰ eath.. oome on now, give me one deep breath. T 
Emilie, calm down, xe be together. Let's see... The writing on th 


ze ic iis And this one...this is your writing, Emilie. C 
ours; i 


"Eo! I don't want any more of your fucking drugs, and I don't want to fuoking calm 
down. I want you to go in there right now and wake everybody up and find out who took 
LODS : 


"Took what, Emilie? What is it you're missing?" 


I am not going to explain this to her. I need my notebook. 


"Nothing...it's nothing. May I please get a 5 n i 

y ع‎ dde 8 GNU ea tee cron e BED. It is my writing that goes from an elegant print t ane 
my EES btw ang then back again...I have never understood 
SMS al styaie like normal people do. It is my writi i 
"Please...please...please, all I want 1s my notebook and I promise I'll calm down. I ae y Bibina i l فا‎ MR e 
Will be sọ fucking calm. Please...I'm saying please..." TT : 9 یا‎ vs : 


"Ho, Emilie, not now -- you'll have to wait until morning. Let's go. Come with me," _ 


The nurse pauses == this i5 not allowed, 


"OR, Emilie, you can have your notebook, but only for five minutes, and then 
to go back to bed," | Tite 


7۳ EE 


"How did I know what, Emilie?" 


"How did you know that's my writing? Why would you know what my writing looks like? 
I'm not calm anymore. "WHY WOULD YOU KNOW WHAT MY WRITING LOOKS LIKE?" 


Oh god...Violet was right...they've been in my notebook...they've read every thio 


"HOS this is not right at all... Ho. No. No. No. No." 


I am slapping the wall with each "Ho." I can't stop. Nancy, the other nurse, returns; 

She has brought one of the armed security guards back with her. An enormous beast with 
hideous breath, he calls me "sweetheart," and grips my shoulders tightly. Nurse Nancy 
forces the pills into my mouth and tries to pour sone water from & tiny paper cup down 
aiter them, but it only ends up on my face and spilling down my chest, soaking my Y 
hospital gown. 


I near myself soreaming. The notebook is on the floor, the napkins and other trash 
scattered around it. I think I just kicked the guard who has hold of me from behind. 
Dr. Sharpe is rushing through the double iron doors that guard the entrance to the 
Maximum Security Psych Ward. He is walking toward me and I am trying to run away, but 
I can't. What is he doing here at this hour? Is he always here? Does he live here? 
Does he have a camer& on me? Is he fucking watching me all the fucking time? I am 
screaming at him to get away from me. I don't want him to touch me. The guard lifts me 
off the ground as if I am no heavier than a lapdog or a throw pillow, and Dr. Sharpe 
directs him into a room just off the hallway as I flail my limbs, trying to escape the 
giant's grasp. The guard is laying me onto a sterile, white bed with a cold metal 
frame, and Dr. Sharpe is strapping me down. He is strapping me down. I am being 
Strapped down. 


My vision is getting blurry...I can hear them all talking, but it sounds very far 
away. This is what the voices sounded like when I was little...this is exactly what 
they sounded like...what pills did she give me? The nurse is flicking the tip of a 
syringe. The Doctor's hands are on me. He is standing at the foot of my bed, holding 
down my legs. The guard is lifting up my shoulders, exposing my back. Through 
half-closed eyes, I am looking directly at Dr. Stockill. Is he smiling at me? He nods 
to the nurse behind me. My hair is lifted out of the way, and I feel the needle 
piercing the back of my neck... 


Hospital Entry 28: THE END i 


I am awake. I don't know where I am. But I am awake. 


1 am somewhere else. į 
I am lying flat on a hard, narrow gurney. ily eyes flutter open to see yet another 
awful fluorescent light buzzing overhead. There is a strap buckled across my chest, 
two more around my wrists, and another over my legs. My wrists are thin, like Anne 
Boleyn's neck, and I manage to free my hands. I unbuckle the other straps and sit 
upright. The room is small and painfully bright. It is a hospital room, cold and 
clinical, but there is nothing in it besides the metal bed with its thin blue 
mattress. Everything in the hospital that isn't white is blue...I think T once heard 
that this is because blue is the opposite of blood. There is a single door with its 
standard silver hospital doorknob. I step down from the bed and walk to the door, my 
legs quivering. I try the knob. The door is locked. It is completely quiet outside. 
Impossibly quiet. I knock on the door. 1 


"Hello? Somebody?" 

No answer. I am pounding on the door now. 

"Somebody? Anybody? I'm awakel" 

Still nothing. 

"I'm awake! I want to come out!" 

Dead silence. I am in a vacuum. 

I am pounding on the door...on the walls. I am screaming my bloody head off...I an 
Soreaming until I can't breathe...until my voice is gone and I can make no mos 
I am exhausted...I feel like my brain is shutting down...what have they done | 
I sink to the floor...I don't know I've been crying until I feel the tears که‎ 
my face...I oollapse in the corner, facing the wall, leaning my head on the 
plaster...it is far too white...blindingly white...it hurts my eyes...I lit 
to touch the wall...I feel a tiny crack in the p&int...I pick at it...bits 
flake off onto the speckled linoleum floor...I can't stop...larger flakes. 


off...I am tearing at the wall now...I've made a large hole in the plast 
tearing...my fingers are bleeding, smearing the wall with red..,finally 


T and look at what I've done. 


a! 


Where the plaster has been torn away, I see the layer beneath...stripi 


White...they're moving... 
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